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R1GnT HoxnoURABLE 
The EARL of 


CASTLEHAVEN, 


UT and Gratitude for the 
Favours, I have formerly re- 
ceived from Your Noble Fami- 
I., naturally lead me to conſe- - 
N 5 crate this firſt Attempt of mine, 
* A of this Kind, to Your Lox p- 
SHIP. On reading MEROPE, 
which the great Name of VoLTAIRE induced 


me to do, I was ſo charm'd with it's Diſtreſſes, 
a . and 


o , A 
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— 


(n) 


and intereſting Incidents, that I could not help 


trying the little Powers, I was Maſter of, in 


rendering this entertaining Piece into Engh/h. 


How happily I have ſucceeded in it, is now ſub- 
mitted to the Public. However, I am not 2 
pleaſed with the Labour, beſtow'd upon it; 

it furniſhes me with an Opportunity of ig 
theſe Reſpects to your LoRDSH Ip. 


The Intimacy, the EARL, your Father, con- 
deſcended to honour me with for ſeveral Years, 
allow'd me frequent Occaſions of contemplating 
Your Loxpsnie's native Talents very early. I 


faw Them in their Bud; ſaw Them, from time 
to time, open, and expand, I hemſelves; and, 


cultivated all along with the utmoſt Care and 


Diligence, haſtening every Day towards that 
Degree of Bloom, and Perfection, which ren- 
ders Them at preſent. the Object of univerſal 
Admiration. 


I am often wont to call to mind the happy 
Hours I have ſpent at HaTcu ; and the Con- 
verſations and Intercourſes, I was- indulged in by 
the late EARL of CASsTLEHAVEN. Give me 
leave, My Lok p, to ſay, that Your Noble Father, 
tho' He choſe Retirement, was every way qua- 
lifted for great Employments: had a fine Ge- 


nius; | 


(W) 
nius; a great Delicacy of Taſte for polite Lite- 
rature; was quick and penetrating ; in reſpect 

of Parts and Capacity, had not many Equals ; 
in poine of true TROOPER and Integrity, no Supe- 
riour. 


5 No leſs, than a Perſonage of theſe diſtin- 
guiſh'd Endowments was Your LOoRDSHIP's 
Tutor. Yes, My Lord! I was often a Wit- 
neſs of the Delight He took in ſuper-intending 
Your Education; of the refined and exalted 
Sentiments He would take all Occaſions of in- 
ſtilling; the excellent Precepts He daily incul- 
cated ; ſparing no Pains to form the daiiing 
Hopes of his Great and Ancient Family on his 
own accompliſh'd Model. And it is Your | 
Lokpsz 1e's peculiar Happineſs to copy after ſuch 
a conſummate Original. So that, the high Ho- 
nours, You derive from a long Train of ennobled 
Anceſtors, are no ways like to be diminiſh'd in 
their Luſtre ; but will be tranſmitted bright and 
| ſhining to Poſterity, as You Yourſelf received 
Them from Your Illuſtrious Father. 


But, not to let my Zeal for Your Lox DSHIP's 
Glory tranſport me beyond juſt Bounds ; and in- 
trude on thoſe Hours, You have eſtabliſh'd 


as A Rule to employ more importantly, 1 
a 2 Hhaſte 


(is 


haſte to conclude this duteous Addreſs; after 
breathing one pious Wiſh, that there may not 


be wanting, at a due Period of Time, a noble 
Progeny, ſprung from your own Loins, to per- 
petuate the Virtues of your Auguſt Houſe; and 


aſſuring Your Lorpsn1e, that Iam, with the 


oreateſt Veneration and Attachment, 
My Lox, 
Mur Lok sh 1's moſt Obedient, 


And noſt Devoted, Humble Servant, 


John Theobald. 
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IHE AER 
To the Marquis 
SC1P IO MAF FE, 


Author of the Italian ME ROPE, and ſeveral 
other celebrated Works. 


and other Nations, have borrowed all their Learn- 

ing, the ancient Greeks and Romans, were accuſtom'd 
to addreſs their Works, without any vain Formality, to their 
Friends, and Perſons diſtinguiſh'd in Arts and Sciences. 

"Tis upon the fame Grounds, I pay you this Homage of 
the French- Merope. 

The Italians, who have been the Reſtorers of almoſt all 
the Liberal Arts, and the Inventors of ſome others, were the 
firſt, who, under the Eyes of Leo X, revived Tragedy. 
And you are the firſt, Sir, who, in this Age, in which the 
Art of Sophocles began to be too much enervated by Love- 
Intreagues, oft foreign to the Subject, or debaſed by ridicu- 
lous Buffooneries, which were a Diſhonour to the Taſte of 
your ingenious Nation; you are the firſt, I ſay, who have 
had the Courage, and the Talents, to give us a Tragedy, 
free from Gallantry ; a Tragedy, worthy of the glorious 
Days of Athens ; in which the whole Plot turns upon the 
Love of a Mother, and where the moſt tender Intereſt 
ſprings from the pureſt and moſt refined Virtue, 

France prides itſelf in Athalie. *Tis the principal Per- 

formance our Stage knows ; and, indeed, a conſummate 
Piece of Poetry. *Tis, of all the Theatre exhibits, the 
only Play, wherein Love is not introduced: and, beſides, 
tis ſupported by the Pomp of Religion, and the mazeltie 
Eloquence of the Prophets. 

You have not recurr'd to this Reſource ; notwithſtanding 
which, you have ſupplied a long Career of five Acts, which 
it is ſo prodigiouſly difficult to fill up without Epiſodes. 

I confeſs, your Subject ſeem'd to me to be much more 
interelting, and TO than that of Athake. And, if our 

admirable 


1 HOSE, from whom the Moderns, both 7talians, 


admirable Racine had ſet off his Maſter-piece with more 
Pomp and Poetry, I make no Queſtion, but that it had 
drawn pretty near as many Tears, as your's did. | 
Alexander's Maſter, Ariſtotle, that extenſive Wit, fo juſt, 
and ſo penetrating into Things, that were at that Time 
within the Reach of Human Capacity, Ari/otle, in his im- 
mortal Art of Poetry, does not heſitate to ſay; that the 
Meeting of Merepe and her Son, was the moſt intereſting 
Touch of all the Greek Scene. He gave to this Stroke of 
the Stage the Preference above all others. Plutarch tells us, 
that the Greeks, that ſo ſenſible People, us'd to ſhrink with 
Fear, left the old Man, who was to ſtop Merope's Hand, 
ſhould not arrive Time enough to do it. This Piece, which 
was play'd in his Time, and of which we have very few 
Fragments left, was, in his Opinion, the moſt moving of 
all the Tragedies of Euripedes. But the great Succeſs of 
Huri pedes was not entirely owing to the Choice he made 
of a Subject; though, in every Caſe, a good Choice goes 
a great Way. | 8 
It has been treated ſeveral times in France ; but without 
Succeſs. Perhaps the Authors loaded the Subject, fo ſimple 
in itſelf, with foreign Ornaments. They ſought the naked 
Venus of Praxiteles, to cover her with Tinſel. It would 
take up a great deal of our Time, to beat it into Perſons, 
that, in all grand Subjects, one muſt recur to what is natu- 
ral and ſimple. 1 | 
In 1641, when the Stage began to flouriſh in France, | 
and to be raiſed even far above That of Greece, by the 
Genius of P. Corneille, Cardinal Richlieu, who perſued all 
Kinds of Glory, and directed the Building of the great Saloon 
at the Palais Royal, for the ' Repreſentation of Pieces, the 
[ Plan of which he had himſelf sketch'd out, order'd a Me- 
| rope to be-there play'd, under the Name of Telefont, There 
were in it about a hundred Lines of his own compoſing : 
[ the reſt were the Production of Colletet, Bois- Robert, De- 2 
i marets, and Chapelain. But all the Cardinal's Power could . 
| not "inſtill into theſe Writers the Genius they wanted. 1 
Perhaps, he himſelf had none for the Stage, tho' he was C 
not without a Taſte : and all that he could, or was incum- 


| 8 bent on him to do, was to encourage the great Corneille. 

| ö Monſ. Gilbert, Reſident of the famous Queen Chri/tina, | © 

Wl. in 1643, exhibited his Merope, as much out of Date 1 0 N 
r | 5 | Ay, 


| Day, as its Author. 
Academy, Author of a Cleopatra, play'd with ſome Suc- 


of Merope, under other Names. 


(vi ) 
Jean de la Chapele, of the French 


ceſs, brought his Merope on the Stage, in 1683. He did 
not fail to ſtuff his Piece with an Epiſode of Love. He 


_ complains likewiſe, in his Preface, that they objected to 


him too much of the Marvellout. But he was under a 


Miſtake ; it was not this Marvellous, that damn'd his Work: 


t Was, in Effect, his Want of Genius, and the Poorneſs of 
his Verſification: for this is the grand Point, this the egre- 
gious Fault, that ruins ſo many Pieces of Poety. The 
Art of being Eloquent in Verſe, is of all Arts the moſt 
difficult, and the moſt rare, One may meet with a thou- 
ſand Men of Genius, that know how to diſpoſe a Work, 
and can verſify after a Faſhion : but to treat a Subject tru- 
ly poetically, is a Talent imparted only to three or four 
Mortals on the Face of the whole Earth. 

In the Month of December, 1701, Monſ. de la Grange 
play'd his Amajis ; which is nothing elſe, than the Subject 
Gallantry is predomi- 
nant alſo in this Piece; and contains more marvellous 
Incidents, than that of Ja Chapelle but then it is conducted 
with more Art, more Genius, is more intereſting, and 


wrote with more Fire and Force, And yet it had not 


at firſt any remarkable Succeſs ; & habent ſua Fata Li- 


belli. But it was, afterwards, brought on again with great 


Applauſe ; and it is now one of thoſe Pieces, whoſe Repre- 
ſentation gives the Publick all the Pleaſure imaginable. 

| Before and after Amaſis, a great Number of Tragedies 
have made their Appearance, on much the ſame Subjects: 
in which a Mother is going to revenge the Death of 
her Son on the Son himſelf, and diſcovers him the 
very Inſtant ſhe is going to kill him, We have likewiſe 
frequently ſeen, on our St#e, this moving, tho' for the 


*moſt part, improbable, Situation; when a Perſon comes, 


arm'd with a Poignard, to kill an Enemy, whilſt another 


enters the very Moment, and ſnatches away the Poignard. 


This Theatrical Fine/z, at leaſt for a time, gave a Run to 
Corneille's Camma. Eg | | 

But, of all the Pieces, I am ſpeaking of, there is not one, 
which is not loaded with a little Epiſode of Love, or rather, 
Gallantry : becauſe *tis requiſite, that, in all Cafes, we 


ſhould condeſcend to fall in with the. predominant Taſte. 


Nor, 


lj F.: 
. Nor, Sir, imagine, that this unfortunate Cuſtom, of load - 
# ing our 'Tragedies with an uſeleſs Epiſode of Gallantry, was 
F if owing to Racine, as is objected to him in Italy. Tis he, 
2if on the contrary, who did all that lay in his Power, to re- 
i form the Taſte of the Nation, in this Particular, The Paſ- 
ſion of Love never, in his Plays, makes an Epiſode: *tis a 
Fundamental Point, in all his Pieces, and what forms the 
principal Buſineſs. *T'is the moſt Theatrical of all the 
Paſſions, the moſt abounding with Sentiments, and the moſt 
productive of Variety. It ought to be either the Soul of 
Stage-performances, or to be entirely baniſh'd from it. If 
Love be not tragical, it is infipid : and, if it is tragical, 
# it ought to reign ſingly. It is not made to be ſecondary. 
# *Tis Rotrou, 'tis the great Corneille himſelf, it muſt be 
[il own'd, who, in eſtabliſhing our Theatre, have almoſt ever 
ſpoil'd it, by theſe arbitrary Amours, theſe Scenes of Gal- 
lantry; which are not real Paſſions, nor any ways worthy 
of the Stage. And if you ask, why ſo few Pieces of Cor- 
neille are play'd at this time of Day, don't look for a Rea- 
fon elſewhere : tis, becauſe in the Tragedy of Otho, 


5 Otho compliments the Princeſs, 

More like a Man of Wit, than ſincere Lover. 

He, Step by Step, purſues a Strength of Memory, 

Eaſier to be admir'd, than probable. = 

Camilla ſeem'd to give ſufficient Proofs, ' 

She thought the ſame : She would have reliſh'd better 

A Speech, leſs labour'd. Tell me then, ſince Oths 

Has made an Offer of his fine Accompliſhments 

To fair Camilla, has he been more ſatished, _ 
Or ſhe more condeſcending ? Ca Eg 

Tis becauſe, in his Pempey, the uſeleis Cleopatra ſays, 
that Ceſar . ES Re: EH = 

| Tells her his Sighs, and, in a plaintive Strain, 
5 In his victorious Camp, proclaims himſelf 
Her Captive. HOKE = 
ll Tis, becauſe Cz/ar demands of Anthony, 
| | | If he had ſeen this all-accompliſh'd Queen, 
l When Anthony anſwers, PF 
ji | | Yes, my Lord 
| il Pve ſeen her, and ſhe is incomparable, 


7 


of Taſte, and ſays: 


(ix ) 
"bis becauſe in his Sertorius, Sertorius himſelf, old as he 


is, grows amorous at once both politically, and as a Man 


TD I love befides : 
Love does but ill become me at my Age. 
Let me ev'n hide it from the beauteous Charmer; 
As yellow Wrinkles of a ſhrivell'd Forehead 
Have no great Charms to captivate the Senſes. | 
"Tis, becauſe in his OEdipus, Theſeus begins, by ſaying 
to Dirce: 1 : 


What dreadful Havock here diſplays the Peſtilence ! 
True Lovers Abſence is ſtill more deplorable, 


In fine, *tis, becauſe ſuch a Love, as this, can never force 
Tears; and, when Love is not moving, it is very inſipid. 
I fay Nothing, to you here, Sir, but What all People of 


Knowledge, and true Taſte, profeſs every Day in Conver- 
ſation; What you have ſeveral Times heard at my Houle; 


in ſhort, What is in every one's Thoughts, and What, ne- 
vertheleſs, no body has the Courage to commit to the Preſs. 
For you know, how Men are made: almoſt every one 
writes contrary to his own Sentiments, for Fear of giving 
Offence to eſtabliſh'd Prepoſſeſſions. 

As for me, who never could admit, that Literature ſhould 
be daſh'd with Politicks, I declare to you boldly the Truth, 


and profeſs, that J have a greater Reſpe& for Corneille, 


and am better acquainted with the extraordinary Merit of 
this Father of the Stage, than Thoſe, who launch out in 
his Praiſes, at the Hazard of his Faults. | | | 
There was a Merope exhibited on the London Stage in 
1731. Who would imagine that a Love- Intreague ſhould 


| there ſtill find Admiſſion ? But fince the Reign of Charles 


IT, Love has engroſs'd the Engliſh Theatre; and 'tis evi- 
dent, there is no Nation in the World that has painted this 


Paſſion ſo ill. 


Love ridiculouſly introduced, and handled as ridiculouſly, 
is a Fault the leaſt monſtrous in the Engliſh Merope. The 
young Ægiſtus, releaſed from his Impriſonment by a vir- 
tuous Damſel, that was in Love with him, is brought be- 
fore the Queen; who offers him a Cup of Poiſon, ſhews 


him a Poignard, and tells him 5 that, if he would not * 
b 3 | 1 


E 
lo the Poiſon, that Poignard ſhould diſpatch his Miſtreſs. 
The young Man drinks, and is carried off dying. He comes 
on again, in the fiſth Act, and tells Merope coldly, that 
he is her Son, and that he has kill'd the Tyrant. Merope 
asks him, how this Miracle was wrought? He replies, that 
a Friend of his Miſtreſs, had put ſome Poppy- Juice in the 
Cup, inſtead of Poiſon : and that he was only aſleep, when 
they imagined him dead : that he was apprized, on awak- 
3s ing, he was her Son, which determined him to kill the 
I rant on the Spot. And ſo the Tragedy ends. 
n It had, no doubt, but an indifferent Reception: but is 
it not very ſtrange, that it ſhould be acted at all? Is it not 
a Proof, that the Engliſh Stage is not yet purged ? It looks, 
t as if the ſame Cauſe, which deprives the Engliſh of a Ge- 
30 nius for Painting, and Muſick, robs them alſo of That 
| for Tragedy. That Iſland, which has produced the greateſt 
Philoſophers, the Earth ever bore, is not ually fertile in 
| regard of the Liberal Arts. And, if the Jg did not 
8 very carefully follow the Precepts, laid down by their 
Countrymen, Addiſon, and Pope, they would not nigh 
come up to other People, in point of Taſte, and Literature. 
But, as long as the Subject of Merope was ſo mangled 
in a Part of Europe, it has been treated a great while in 
{taly according to the I afte of the Ancients. 5 
In the ſixteenth Age, which will be famous, in all Ages, 
the Count de Torelli brought on his Merope with Chorus's. 
*Tis evident, that if Mr de Ia Chapelle carried to an Ex- 
bl i tremity all the Faults of the French Theatre, ſuch as Ro- 
|; mantic Airs, Needleſs Love, and Epiſodes ; and if the Eng- 
ill liſb Author has puſh'd, to an Exceſs, Barbarity, Indecency, 
ih and Abſurdity ; the Italian Writer has vaſtly improved the 
Fauits of the Greek Stage, which are a Void of Ac- 
tion, and Declamation, In ſhort, Sir, you have kept clear 
ol all theſe Rocks; you, who have given your Country- 
men Models in more than one Kind of Literature, You, 
| in your Merobe, have produced an Example of a fimple 
Wt and intereſting Tragedy, tad 


— > Ws.) 5 1 
— 


VE I have been charm'd with it, ever ſince T read it. My 

4 Love for my Country has never rendei'd me blind to the 

li Merit of Foreigners. On the contrary, the better Com- 
monwealth's-Man IT am, the more I ſeek to enrich my 

| 

| 


* Country with Treaſures, that are not ber native a” 


= 
The great Deſire J had of tranſlating your Merope re- 
doubled, when TI had the Honour of contracting an Acquain- 


tance with you at Paris, in 1733. I perceived, that, in 


loving the Author, L had ſtill a greater Inclination for the 
Work. But, when I was juſt in the Mind to ſet about 
it, I found 'twas abſolutely impoſſible to make it paſs on 
the French Stage. Our Delicacy is become exceſſive: 
we are, perhaps, Sibarites, plung'd in Luxury, who can=- 
not bear this native, and ruſtic Air, theſe Details of Coun- 
try Life, which you have given us, in Imitation of the 
Greek Theatre. 1 3 f 

I was afraid, that young Ægiſtus would not be ſuffer'd, 
with us, to make a Preſent of his Ring to the Perſon, who 
lays hold of him, and who ſeizes this Ring. I could not 
venture to make a Hero taken for a lhiei; altho' the Cir. _ 


cumſtance, he was in, might authorize this Miſtake. 


Our Cuſtoms, which probably permit as many Things, 
as your's do not indulge, would bar us from repreſenting 
the Tyrant of Merope (the Murtherer of her Husband and 
Her Sons) pretending to have, after fifteen Ycars, a Love 


for this Queen: nor could I even dare to put in the Mouth 


of Merope theſe Words to the Tyrant: hy then did you 
not ſpeak of Love before, when the Flower of Youth /till ſet 
off this Viſage ® Theſe Paſlages are natural; but our Pit, 
ſometimes ſo indulgent, and at other times ſo delicate, might 
think them too familiar; and imagine, they ſaw Coquetry, 
when, in Reality, there was nothing, but juſt and right 
Reaſon, | Na 
Nor weuld our Stage, in France, ſufter, any more than 
it would what we have been ſpeaking of, Merope to tie her 
Son, in the Scene, to a Pillar; and to run at him twice, 
with a Javelin and a Hatchet in her Hand ; nor permit 
young Agiſtus to fly twice, in her Preſence, and beg his 
Life of her Tyrant. | 5 
Our Cuſtoms would ſtill be more unwilling to admit, 
that Merope's Confidente ſhould perſuade Æęiſtus to fall 
afleep upon the Stage, to give Time to the Queen to come 
and aſſaſſinate him. All this may very well be in Nature; 
but you muſt pardon our Nation, which requires that Na- 
ture be ever exhibited with certain Strokes of Art: and 
theſe Strokes are very different at Paris, from what they 


are jn Italy. IN 
Þ2.. To 
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ali ) 


To give you a Juſt Tdea of the Differences, which the 
Genius of cultivated Nations makes, in regard of the ſame 
Arts, permit me, Sir, to extract ſome Paſſages, in your 
celebrated Work, which appear d to me to be dictated by 
pure Nature. 
le that ſeizes young Ægiſtus, and takes his Ring from 
him, ſays to him: 


Or dunque in tue 7200 i ſervi 
Ilan di coteſte gemme? Un bel paeſe 
Fra queſta tuo ; nel noſtro una tal gemma 
Ad un dito real non ſconverreble. 


I ſhall take the Liberty to tranſlate this Paſſage into blank 
Verſe, as you wrote it: becauſe I am ſo preſs'd for Time, 
that I cannot beſtow the Labour on it, which Rhime requires, 


Wear Slaves then in your Country 
Such coſtly Gemms ? A charming Country, ſurely, | 
Is That of your's. Here, ſuch a pretious Jewel 
Might well adorn the Finger of a King. 


The Tyrant's Confident ſays to him, ſpeaking of the 
Qucen, who refuſed to eſpouſe, twenty Years after, the 
notorious Aſſaſſin of her Family: 


La donna, comme ſai, ricuſa, e brama. 
| She, 'tis well known, rejects, yet longs, —— 


The Queen's Attendant anſwers the T yrant, who preſſes 
her to diſpoſe her Miſtreſs to Marriage: | 


Diſſimulato in vano 
Soffre di ſebre. Aſſalto alquanti giorni 
Donare 2 foraa a rinfrancar ſuoi ſpiriti. 


Diſſembling is in vain : 
The Queen is all on Fire. Indulge ſome Time 
To raiſe her-drooping Spirits. 


In your fourth Act, old Polidore demands of one of 
Merope's Courtiers, who he is. I am Euriſes, ſays he, the 
Son of Nicander. Polidore then, ſpeaking of Nicander, ex- 
1 himſelf, as Ne/tor does in Homer. 


| Egli era umano, 
E liberal: quando appariva, tutti 
Facceangli enor, go mi ricordo ancora 


D3 
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e Di quanto ei Feſteggio con bella pompa | 

2 Le ſue nozze con Silvia, chera figlia 

3 D' Olimpia & de Glicon, fratel d Ipparco. 

Ju danque ſei quel fanciullin, che in corte 

y | 
Silvia condur ſolea quaſi per pompa ® 

_ Far mg P altri hieri : o quanto ſiete preſſi! 


pg voi vaſfretate! o giovinetti 
farvi adulti, & d n tacendo 
Chi noi diam loco! 


5 He was humane, 
And liberal, When he appear'd abroad, 


k All paid him Honour. I remember itill, 
" With what Solemaity, and radiant Pomp, 
* He was eſpous'd to Silvia, Glicon's Daughter, 


And fair Olympia's, Siſter to Hipparchus, 
Are you the charming Infant then, whom Silvia 
Would oft convey to Court with ſuch 3 
It ſeems but Yeſterday. n 


And in another Place the ſame old Man, i invited to 90 
and ſee thee Ceremony of the Queen's Marriage, anſwers; 


Oh curioſo 
Putno i non in, paſſo ſtagione. Aſſai 
Veduti ho ſacrifictj ; io mi rico rds 
Di quello ancora, quando il Re Cresfonte 
es  Encommencio a regnar. Quella fu pompa ! 
Ora pin non fi fanno a queſti tempi 
Di cotai ſacriſici piu di cents 
Fur le beſtie ſoenate. 1 Sacerdoti 
Riſplendean tutti, ed ove ti volgeſſi 
Altro non fi vedea che argento ed oro. 


I am no ways curious : 

That Time is paſt with me. Theſe Eyes have ſeen 
p Solemnities enough. I ſtill remember 
4 The crowded Feſtival, when King Cresfintius 
n Began his radiant Reign. How pompous was it! 
85 Theſe Days ſee no ſuch coſtly Sacrifices. 

More than a hundred Victims bled before 

The ſacred Altars. All the Prieſts around 

Stood glitt'ring; and the dazzled Eye beheld 
| | Nothing but Silver, and pure Gold, 
7; Al 


* 


* - 


| n 

All theſe Strokes are native: every Thing is adapted to 
Thoſe, you introduce on the Stage, and to the Manners, 
which you aſſign them. Theſe natural Familiarities would 
have been, in my Opinion, well received in Athens: but 
Paris, and our Pit, require another Kind of Simplicity. 
We might even boaſt of having a more refined Taſte, than 
had the Athenians: for, in ſhort, I think, they only repre- 
ſented, ordinarily, Theatrical Pieces, in this firſt City of 
Greece, but on four ſolemn Feſtivals ; and Paris exhibits 
more than one Shew every Day in the Year. There were 
ih counted in Athens but ten thouſand Souls; and our Town 
1 of Paris contains almoſt eight hundred thouſand Inhabi- 
0 tants: amongſt whom, I believe, one may reckon thirty 
1 thouſand Judges of Dramatic Performances. | 
1 You have had it in your Power, in your Tragedy, to 
1 adopt that elegant and ſimple Compariſon of Virgil: 


Qualis populed mœrens Philomela ſub umbrd 
Amiſſos queritur Fetus. 


It I was to take ſuch a Liberty, they would ſend me to 
Epic Poetry : ſuch Difficulties have we with ſo hard a 
Maſter, as is the Public, ; 


Neſcis heu ! neſcis neftre faſtidia Rome :— 

Et pueri naſum Rhinocerontis habent. | 
The Engliſh are accuſtomed to cloſe almoſt every Act with 
a Compariſon : but we require, in a '] ragedy, the Heroe 
to ſpeak, and not the Poet. And our Audiences think, 
that, in a grand Criſis of Affairs, in a Council, in a violent 
Paſſion, a prefling Danger, Princes and Miniſters make no 
poetical Compariſons. 


Farther, how could I introduce inferior Perſons ſpeaking 

frequently together? It ſerves, with you, to pepare the 
Scenes, that regard the principal Actors; being, as the 

Avenues of a fine Palace : but our Public, ſuch 1s their Im- 

patience, are for entering at once into the Palace. It is 
neceſſary, therefore, to condeſcend to the Taſte of ſo dif- 

ficult a Nation, that has, now a long time paſt, been re- 

galed with Pieces, perfect in their Kind, | 
In the mean while, amongſt ſo many Particulars, which Ie 

oyr extreme Severity reproves, how. many Beauties ought 

I to regret, which *tis not in one's Power to adopt ! _ 

| | : muc 
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much ought ſimple Nature to pleaſe me, tho” of foreign 


Extraction! You ſee, Sir, I render an Account, in Part, 


of the Reaſons, which have deprived me of the Pleaſure 


of ſetting you for a Pattern, by admiring You. 
I was obliged, very much againſt my Inclination, to 


' write a few Merope : which I have done; in a different 


Manner ; but I am far from flattering myſelf, that I have 
done it better. I look upon myſelf, in your regard, as a 
Traveller, to whom an Eſtern King had made a Preſent of 
very rich Brocades. Tis reaſonable, that this King ſhould 
allow the Traveller the Privilege to have them made up 
after the Faſhion, peculiar to his own Country, 

My Merope was finiſn'd at the Beginning of the Year 
1736, much like what it is at preſent. My Engagements, 


in reſpect of other Studies, hinder'd me from giving it to 


the Theatre. But, what deterr'd me moſt from taking 
ſuch a Step, was, the Apprehenſion, I was under, of ſend- 
ing it abroad; after ſo many Pieces, happily wrote, had 
made their Appearance in the World, under different Names, 

In a Word, I have run the Riſque of my Tragedy, and 
our Nation has given a convincing Proof, that ſhe did not 
diſdain to ſee the ſame Subject treated, on a different Plan. 
Tis the Caſe of our Stage, what one ſees every Day in a 
Gallery of Paintings, where ſeveral Pictures repreſent the 
fame Matter. Connoiſſeures pleaſe themſelves in remark- 
ing the various Manner, Every one, agreeably to his Taſte, 
pitches upon the Stile of each reſpective Painter, Tis a 
Sort of Concurrence, that is made uſe of, to bring Arts, 
at once, to Perfection, and to enlighten the Public to a 
more eminent Degree. 

If the French Merope has had the fame Succeſs, as the 
Italian, *tis to you, Sir, that I owe the Obligation; and to 
that Simplicity, which I have ever been ſuperſtitiouſly fond 


1 of; which, in your Work, has ſerved me for a Model. If 


J have taken a different Road, you, notwithſtanding, have 


never fail'd to be my Guide, 


I could have wiſh'd, it were in my Power, after the Ex- 
ample of the Italians, and the Englih, to employ my Ta- 
lents at blank Verſe; and I have more than once thought 
of this Paſſage of Ruccelat: | | 

Tu ſai pur che Pimagin' dela voce 
Che riſponde da i ſaſſi. dove! Echo Alberga. 1 

| | Sempre 
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Sempre nemica fu del notro regno 
E fu invintrice delle prime rime. | | 
But, I perceived, and have ſaid, a long time ago, that ſuch 
an Attempt would never ſucceed in France; and that there 
would be more of Weakneſs in it, than any Probability of 
throwing off a Yoke, borne by the Authors of ſo many 
Works, which will laſt as long as the French Nation ſhall 
endure, | 5 | | | 5 
Our Poetry cannot take the Liberty, as your's does: and, 
perhaps, this is one Reaſon, why the Italians, for more than 
i three Apes paſt, have got the Start of us in this ſo amiable 
TH and fo difficult an Art, _ 2 
1 I ſhould be glad, Sir, to make you a Pattern in other 


EReſpects, as I have had the Happineſs to imitate you in 
1 Tragedy. EG . 3 ES 
| I would particularly form myſelf on your Taſte in the 
Science of Hiſtory; not in that vague and barren Science of 
80 FaQts and Dates, which contents itſelf to tell us, at what 
2081 time a very worthleſs, or a very miſchievous, Man went 
i out of the World: altogether a Sort of Dictionary-Science, 
which clogs the Memory, without informing the Judgment. 

I would have a Hiſtory of the Human Mind, that 
ſhould lead us into the Knowledge of Manners; trace, 
Fault by Fault, Prejudice by Prejudice, the Effects of 
Men's Paſſions ; lay before us the Evils produced either by 
Ignorance, or an indirect Application of Parts; and that 
ſhould, above all, follow the Thread of the Progreſs of 
Arts, thro' the terrible Broils of ſo many Potentates, and 
the Overthrow of ſo many Empires. | . 
Tis on this Score, that I value Hiſtory : which I do the 
Wt more, on Account of the Rank you hold amongſt Thoſe, 
1 who have given the World new Pleaſures, and new Lights. 
155 Poſterity will learn with Envy, that your Country has 
rrrender'd you the moſt diſtinguiſh'd Honours ; and that Ve- 
[il rona has erected to you a Statue, with this Inſcription : To 

| 

| 


THE Marquis Scipio MarFFEr, LivinG- an In- 
ſcription, as fine, in its Kind, as That we read at Mont- 
pelier: To Lewis XIV. after his Death. 5 
Pouchſafe to add, Sir, to the Homages of your Fellow- 
| Hil Citizens, That of a Foreigner, who by the profoundeſt 
Reſpect is as much attach'd to you, as if he had been. a_ 
Native of Verena. 5 5 
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2 ACT EST. 
"1— SCENE the FIRST. 
we | ME ROPE, IS ME NIA. 


IS MEN IA. 


FIRFAS Aviſb, Great Queen, theſe Images of Her: 
B 0:2 ror! 
And, calm of Soul, indulge the halcyon 
Days, 

Sprung from the Lap of fierce, outrageous, Storms. 
t- The Gods have giv'n us Victory and Peace. 

1 Taſte then their Bounty, as you've borne their Anger. 
W- After a fifteen Year's inteſtine War, 
left Meſſina lays aſide her ſnhudd'ring Fears, 15 
Lifts up her Head; and triumphs o'er her Ruins. 
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No longer will your Eyes ſurvey theſe Chiefs 
Drawing the hoſtile Sword in hideous Tumult, 


To wreſt the Sceptre from the Beſt of Kings: 
Digjoin'd by Invrefts, but in Crimes united, 
In Rapine ſtrongly leagued, and bloody Slaughter. | 
Our Chiefs, our Citizens, the Law's great Oracles, 


And Prieſts of the high Gods, are all aſſembled 


Under your Eyes, unbiaſs'd in their Choice, 

T*adjudge the Crown; indiſputably your's, 

If Merit, and exalted Virtue, gives it. 

You, You alone poſſeſs th? undoubted Right 

To rule us, Conſort of the great Cresfontius, 

And Daughter of our Kings: you, whom firm Con- 
Ilcſtancy, 

And a long Train of unexampled Sorrows, 

Render ſtill more auguſt, ſtill more endear'd : 

To whom all Hearts in ſecret are cloſe link'd, 


MzROPE. | 
Hah! is not Narbas come? Where, where's my Son ? 


Will he more bleſs thele Eyes? 


ISMENIA, 


There's room to hope i it, 


Already have your Slaves, with rapid Pace, 
Took them, in Crowds, to Elis: to whoſe Walls 
Calm Peace on ev'ry ſide lays ope the Way. 


No doubt, you've plac'd this ſacred Pledge, the Source 


Of ain Alarms, in faithful Hands, 


ME ROPE. 


Ve Gods, O conſcious of my Tears, o will you 
E'er to my wretched Arms reſtore my Son ? 
AEgiſius, lives he? Has your guardian Care 
Preſerv'd this hapleſs Infant, now alas ! 
My only Stock ! Far from his budding Years 


Remove the murth'rous Hand! Bchold, he's Your's, }} 


Your 
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Vour Offspring, born of Hercules pure Blood. 


Will you abandon then this pretious Relique, 
Born of ſo juſt a King, and God-deſcended ; 
The Image of a Monarch, of a Husband > 


Whoſe Aſhes I adore? 


ISMENIA. 
But muſt theſe Cares, 


The? flowing from a juſt and tender Source, 


Ah! muſt they ſuperſede all other Int'reſts? 


: ME roy rs _ 
Is This aſtoniſhing ? An't I a Mother? 


|  IsmENIA. 

But ſhall a Mother's overweening Fondneſs 
Taint the high Blood you ſpring from, and efface 
The Glories of your princely Character? 
His Infancy was pretious to your Eyes, 

Oft ſwoln with Tears : but then this Son, you now 
Deplore, was ne'er familiar to your Sight. 


MEROPB E. 


The Child I mourn was ever in my Heart 
Confeſt to faireſt View: the num*rous Dangers, 
Surrounding him, have ever fed my Sorrows, 
Encreaſing ſtill with Years. The golden Sun 
Four times has meaſur'd now his annual Courle, 
Since one bare Word from Narbas, midſt my Soli- 
The dark Retirement of my hapleſs Days, [tude, . 
Planted freſh Woes in my diſtracted Soul. 
Agiſtus, wrote he in a Stile conciſe, 

Deſerves a better Fate; worthy of you, 
And worthy of the Gods, from whence he ſprings. 
in ſpite of [ls on IIls his Vir tue ever „ 
Surmounts them all: hope ev'ry Thing of him: 
But tremble at the Name of Polifont. 
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And a long Train of unexampled Sorrows, 
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No longer will your Eyes ſurvey theſe Chiefs 


Drawing the hoſtile Sword in hideous Tumult, 


To wreſt the Sceptre from the Beſt of Kings : 
Disjoin'd by Int reſts, but in Crimes united, 
In Rapine ſtrongly leagued, and bloody Slaughter. 
Our Chiefs, our Citizens, the Law's great Oracles, 


And Prieſts of the high Gods, are all aflembled 
Under your Eyes, unbiaſs'd in their Choice, 


T*adjudge the Crown; indiſputably your's, 
If Merit, and exalted Virtue, gives it. 
You, You alone poſſeſs th* undoubted Right 
To rule us, Conſort of the great Cresfontins, 


And Daughter of our Kings: you, whom firm Con- 


ſtancy, 


Render ſtill more auguſt, ſtill more endear'd: 
To whom all Hearts in ſecret are cloſe link*d, 


MzRroOPE. 


Hah! is not Narbas come ? Where, where's my Son ? 


Will he more bleſs theſe Eyes? | 


Ie, 8 
There's room to hope it. 
Already have your Slaves, with rapid Pace, 
Took them, in Crowds, to Elis: to whole Walls 
Calm Peace on ev'ry fide lays ope the Way. 
No doubt, you've plac'd this ſacred Pledge, the Source 
Of infinite Alarms, in faithful Hands, 


ME ROPE. 


Ye Gods, O conſcious of my Tears, O, will you 
Fer to my wretched Arms reſtore my Son? 


Egiſtus, lives he? Has your guardian Care 
Preſerv'd this hapleſs Infant, now alas l. 

My only Stock ! Far from his budding Years 
Remove the murth'rous Hand! Behold, he's Yours, 


Jour 
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Your Offspring, born of Hercules pure Blood, 


Will you abandon then this pretious Relique, 


Born of ſo juſt a King, and God. deſcended; 
The Image of a Monarch, of a Husband, 
Whoſe Aſhes I adore? 

ISMENIA- ens 
hut muſt theſe Cares, 
Tho? flowing from a juſt and tender Source, 


Ah! muſt they ſuperſede all other Int'reſts? 


ME RO E. 
Is This aſtoniſhing ? An't I a Mother? 


IsMENIA. 

But ſhall a Mother's overweening Fondneſs 
Taint the high Blood you ſpring from, and efface 
The Glories of your princely Character? | 
His Infancy was pretious to your Eyes, 


Oft ſwoln with Tears: but then this Son, you now 


Deplore, was neer familiar to your Sight. 


” | M tRoPE,. 

The Child J mourn was ever in my Heart 
Conteſt to faireſt View: the num*rous Dangers, 
Surrounding him, have ever fed my Sorrows, 
Encreaſing ſtill with Years. The golden Sun 
Four times has meaſur'd now his annual Courle, 
Since one bare Word from Narbas, midſt my Soli- 


Ihe dark Retirement of my hapleſs Days,  [tude, 
Planted freſh Woes in my diſtracted Soul. 


Agiſtus, wrote he in a Stile conciſe, 
Deſerves a better Fate; worthy of you, | 
And worthy of the Gods, from whence he ſprings. 
in ſpite of [l]s) on Ills his Virtue ever ; 
Surmounts them all : hope ev'ry Thing of him : 
But tremble at the Name of Polifont. 
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ISME NIA. 


Prevent his Schemes: inveſt yourſelf with Empire, 
Great as you are. | 
MERO P RE. 

| The Empire is my Son's, 

T he Step-mother be curd, curs'd the hard Heart, 

That Self-Idolater, which, in the higheſt, 

Moſt elevated, State, without Remorlſe 

Can taſte the bacb'rom Pleaſure, and detain 

A Crown fromone's own Blood! What's Empire worth 

Without my Son? Or what avails this Light, 

This Breath I draw ? I ſhould have then renounc'd it, 

When in theſe ghaſtly Seats my murther'd Lord 

Bled a full Stream, by Men and Gods betray'd. 

O Perfidy ! O Guilt! O fatal Day! 

O Death, {till preſent to my piercing Grief! 

The Sounds, the horrid Jamentable Shrieks, 

Still echo in my Ears: Methinks I hear 

The Cries, Oh! fave the King, his Spouſe, and Son! 

The bloody Walls are ſtil] before my Eyes, 

And the beleagur'd Gates; the ſmoking Roofs, 

And Women cruſh*d to Atoms; in dread Num bers 

Slaves urging their ſwift Flight, dire Tumults, Terrors, 

Arms, Torches, grizly Death on ev'ry Side!“ 

There, ſwimming, in his Gore, and ſmear'd with Duſt, 

His dying Eyes it ill turn'd tow'rds me, Cresfonlius, 

Expiring, lock*d me in his circling Arms. 

Two of my wretched Sons, the firſt fair Fruit 

Of that dear Union, in their tender Years, _ 

There helpleſs lay, a bloody Sacrifice, - 

On the pale Boſom of their butcher'd Sire; 

Scarce able to up-lift their iporlels Hands! 

Alas! they aſd my Help *gainlt their Aſſaſlins. 

 Agiſlns ſcap'd alone: tome Icav 'nly Pow'r 

Protected him. Great God, to who kind Influence 
= 
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8 «Mis 
We ſtand indebted for his wond'rous Safety, 
Be watchful o'er him ſtill, and ſend him to me! 
7 Reſtor'd by Narbas to my longing Eyes, 
Quit he his Exile, and (his rightful Claim) 
Hold his auguſt Forefathers' awful Sceptre | 
Full thrice five Years I've borne his painful Abſence, | 
And my hard Chains. Now let him, in my Stead, © * | 
Aſcend the Throne: 'twill balance all my Sorrows. 


ch SCENE II. 


MEROPE, ISME NIA, EURICLES, 
| Mx RO xk. 
Ah! Narbas, does my Son? — 

| EURICLES. 


* 


1 Confus'd you ſee me: 
Jour Pains, and anxious Cares, are all ſuperfluous. 
nl Madam! they*ve travers'd wide Olimpia's Plains, 
| 'n to the Banks of Peneus, and the Walls 
Of high Salmoneus ; but no News of Narbas, 


rg Not the leaſt Footſtep can the ſearching Eye 

78, Trace out, or Tidings greet the eager Ear. 
MxROP E. i 

ſt, Hah ! Narbas is no more: all's loſt indeed. 


RH 
You realize the ſhadowy Ills you dread. 
Chance, on the Rumour of this happy Peace, 
Narbas may bring the Prince to crown our Wiſhes, _ 
TD EuR ITIL ES. 
Perhaps his Tenderneſs, diſcreet and cautious, 
Prompts him to viel the Purport of his Journey, 
And likewile his Return, He o'er Ægiſtus 
1Ce Extends his watchful Guard; and dreads th* Aſſaſſins, 
We 


| ' 
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Who, Butcher-like, cut off the King, your Conſort. 
Art muſt be us'd t'elude their helliſh Plots. 
But I'll inſure, the beſt J can, his Paſſage. 
I carry, on theſe Roads of bloody Slaughter, 


Eyes ever open, and an Arm approv d. 


MxROpP k. 
In thy Fidelity I place my Confidence. 
Enter 

Ah! What can my ſad Vigilance do for you? 
The Throne is on the Point of being fill'd. 
In vain my feeble Voice, amidſt the Many, 
Diſplays th'undoubted ſacred Rights of Blood. 
Injuſtice triumphs; and the giddy Rabble, 


In vile Contempt of Laws, bow down to Poli ifont, 


MEROP RE. 
Could Fate then ſink us to that low Degree? 
And muſt my Son return to be a Slave, 
Ev'n in his own Domains; and ſee a Subject 


Rais'd to the Rank of his Imperial Anceſtors ? 


The Blood of Jove to ſerve a lawleſs Tyrant? 
No Friend have I then left me. O my Subjects, 
Inſenſible of Royal Wrongs! Muſt then 
My Conſort's Name be loſt thro your Indifference, 
His Bounties, and his Glory, all forgot? 
EuUuRICLES. 

The Glory of the King lives ſtill endear'd 
To ev'ry Breaſt : all Hearts deplore Cres/ontins. 
He and your Fate an inexhauſted Spring 
A fſord of Tears to ev'ry ſorrowing Eye. 
But Force muſt bear the Sway, and Poli ifont 
Spread Terrors cv'ry where. 


MRO x. 
So by my People, 
Ever oppreſs*'d, muſt I give way to Tumult; 


And Juſtice fall a Sacrifice to Faction. | . 
| Vile 


CRE. 
Vile Intreſt, that great Arbiter of Fate, 
Subjects the helpleſs World to wicked Power. 
Let's go; and in theſe timid Breaſts rekindle 
The old Attachment to the Blood of Hercules : 
Flatter their Hopes, excite their dormant Love. 
Speak, and proclaim their Maſter's bleſt Return. 


EURICLES. 1 

I've ſpoke too much already : ſore alarm'd, 
The Traitor fears your Son, and dreads your Tears, 
The curſt Ambition, that uſurps his Soul, 
Is reſtleſs, hot, and Foe to all that's ſacred. 
If he the Robbers from Amphryſus drove, 
And Pilos, and preſerv'd Mefſina's Tow'rs ; 
He thought thave made a Conqueſt for himſelf : 
Acting alone to that vile End, determin*d 
I' enſlave Mankind. The Regal Crown he aims at. 
And, not to have his cursd Ambition balk'd, 
There's no Barrier, his Force will not throw down; 
No Laws, he wo'nt corrupt, or Blood, he?ll ſpill not. 
Perhaps, you've now no Cauſe to fear the Ruffians, 
Who in your Conſort's Blood imbrued their Hands. 


| M z:RoOPE. 
Alas! Where-e&er I bear my reſtleſs Feet, 
Fate opens to my View a dread Abyſs, _ 
Danger and Guilt, I ſee, ſurround my Steps, 
Lo! Poliſont, on whoſe account Attempts —— 


EuRrIcCTiEts., 


Diſſemble, Madam, for he bends this Way. 


hes. Aft 


SCENE II. 
MEROPE, POLIFONT. 
3 Poren. 
Madam! at length Affairs demand, that I 
Diſplay the inmoſt Chambers of my Soul. 


This 
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This Arm, that ſerv'd you, opens to the Throne 


A Paſſage z and the Grandees of the State, 

All ready to inſtal me in a Kingdom, | 
Render me worthy, as yourſelf, of Empire. 

Of all the jarring and divided Parties, 

That laid Meſſina waſte 3 ſhed ſo much Blood ; 
And fow'd the hateful Seeds of ſuch rude Diſcord ; 
At preſent none ſubſiſt, but your's and mine: 
Where 'tis but juſt we ſhould afford each other 
Mutual Support. The common Enemy, 

Love of our Country, Duty, Int'reſt, Reaſon, 


All Motives tie us. Tis a Maxim founded 
On univerſal Uſage, that a Warriour, 


Th Avenger of your Lord's foul Wrongs, aſpiring 


To Empire, may, without Indignity, 


Aſpire to hold you in the Bands of Wedlock. 
I'm not inſenſible, what little Share 

This uncouth rigid Front can boaſt of Charms, 
Grown grey beneath the Helmet ; and well know, 
Your ſofter Beauties, in their roſie Bloom, 
Muſt ſhudder at the Winter of my Years. 
Reaſons of State are Strangers, ne*crtheleſs, 

To theſe Caprices: and the noble Scars 

Of this rude warlike Forehead can't be hid, 

But by a Diadem. A Sceptre I 

Claim, and your Graces, to reward my Toils. 
Truſt, truſt not to a raſh, o'crbearing,, Pride! 


 Raigd high in glitt ring Pomp, you ſhine confeſt 


The Daughter, and the Mother, of a King. 


The lab'ring State, ne'er'leſs, demands a Malter 


And 'tis incumbent on you to conſider, 


The Way to guard your Rights, is now to ſhare *em, | 


ME ROPE. 


Fleav'n, that has cruſh*d me with the heavy Weight 


Of foul Diſgrace, and loaded me with Miſery, 
Has not prepar'd me for this Height of Boldneſs. 
Thou 
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(9) 
Thou Vaſſal of my Lord, how dare you thus 
Offer to ſully his immortal Memory, 
By ſuch Expouſals? Hah! d'y'think, that! 
Would quit my Son, the only Good that*s left me, 
And join with you in ſuch a fad Partition? 
Truſt to your Hands his Mother, and his State, 
And round a Soldier's Temples with a Diadem ? 


 PoLIFON x. 


A Soldier, ſuch as I, has juſt Pretenſions 
To Empire, as he knows how to defend it. 
The firſt King was a Soldier, bleſt by Fate. | 
W hoſerves his Country well, needs no high Anceſtors, 
I've no Blood left to fill my batter'd Veins : 
This in a Series of rude Wars I've ſhed; 
Spilt for my Country: this Blood flow'd for you. 
And, ſpite of your Refuſal, I'm perſuaded, 
The Kings, I've vanquiſh'd, boaſt one jot no better. 
In ſhort, I offer to your haughty Soul | 
Half of the Throne, to which my Party calls me. 


| Mx ROPE 

A Party ! Thou Barbarian, in Contempt 
Of Laws! Then is there any other Party, 
Than what adopts the Rights of Majeſty? 
Is This the Faith, the pure and ſacred Faith, 
Sworn to my Lord, and Me ? The Faith you owe 
His injur'd Manes, his abandon'd Widow, 
And hepleſs Son; and all the Gods, from whom 
He iſſues, and of whom he holds the Empire? 


PoLIFONT. 


*Tis doubtful, if your Son breathes vital Air. 
But ſhould he, from among the peaceful Dead, 
Viſit theſe Earthly Manſions, and demand 
Once more his Throne in th* open Face of Heaven; 
Be not deceiv'd : Meſſina claims a Sov'reign, 
Improv'd by Years, * worthy of a Sceptre: 

1 A 


Like an Inheritance, by Nature's Laws. 


(1) 
A King, who knows how to defend her Turrets, 
And I dare urge, th' Avenger of a Throne 
Has th* only Right to mount it. Alas! Ægiſtus, 
Young as he is, and raw, without Experience, 
Would but in vain diſplay his lofty Birth, 
Without ſome Merit, from renown'd Atchievements. 
This Throne was purchas'd at another Price. 
The Right of Governing is not tranſmitted, 


But 'tis the Fruit of Toils, Blood ſhed in War; 
The Price of Courage, and I truſt, my Due. 

Call to your Mind the Day, that boiſt'rous Day, 
When the foul Band of Pilos and Amphry/us 
Alarm'd your Soul: remember how your Lord, 
And hapleſs Offspring, fell inglorious Victims, 
Juſt in your Preſence, to th' Aſſaſſins' Cruelty. 
Think, how I ſtop'd the Progreſs of their Fury ; 
Gave your Foes Chace, and ſnatch'd the State from 


In ſhort, my Arm, victorious, freed theſe Walls; IBA 
And fore aveng'd the Husband, you deplore. H. 


Theſe are my Rights, my Rank, and theſe my Titles: | 
Rights ſprung from Valour, as the Gods bear W itnefs. 

Let the young Prince return! He'll learn of me 

Leſſons of Glory, and the Art of Royalty. 
Let him be Judge, if this rough Front of mine Tl 
Becomes a Crown. Alcides Blood ſounds grand : M 


But raiſes no aſtoniſhing Ideas. OR Ex 
Lo! I'm in queſt of nobler, grander, Honours. Sh 
I think · to emulate the God himſelf, | M 
From whom he is deſcended, In a Word, | Al 
*T'is mine to guard the Mother, and to ſhine | Ur 
A pattern to the Son, and be a Father. | BY 

| MeRoPE,. | + 


| Ceaſe at this Time b'affect ſuch gen'rous Cares: 
Nor more inſult my lamentable Iſſue. 
| . It 


'S, 


'Y 


(11) 


If you dare trace the Steps Alcides trod, 
Rob not, accurs'd, the Blood of Hercules. 
This God, whom you'd unjuſtly thus ſucceed, 
Who freed ſo many States, was no foul Raviſher. 
His Juſtice make your Pattern, as his Valour, 
Defend your King, protect his Innocence: 
Reſtore my Son, my exil'd Son reſtore! 
And win his Mother by the Force of Virtue,* 
all home your Maſter to the Walls you've ſav'd: 
hen might I grow indulgent to your Wiſhes, 
I, I could ſtoop ; but can't become Accomplice 
In dark Miſdeeds, and be the Price of Villany. 


8 
POLIFONT, EROX. 
ER Ox. 


My Lord, do you obſerve her Soul relent? 
And muſt the Bent of her capricious Will 
Bar you from Reigning? You are not to learn 
How, by fam'd Deeds, to pave the Way to Empire. 
Will you then wait her Hand t inſtal you in it? 
| PoLIFON TT. 


Berween this Throne and me I ſee a Precipice: 
This I muſt over-leap, or all my Fortune | 
Muſt there be ſunk in Ruins. Merope | 
Expects A us: and as Things are circumſtanc'd, 
Should he once more return, the head-ſtrong People 
Might be inclin'd to him. In vain, his Sire 
And his two Brothers ſacrific'd, have I 
Unbarr'd the Paſſage to this bloody Throne. 

In vain within this Palace, where Sedition 
Fill'd ev'ry Place with Horror and Confuſion, 


Have I thus long beneath a happy Veil 


C 2 5 Hig 


Hid my deep Plots, and thrown them into Shade. 

In vain th' Avenger of the Blood of Kings, 

Their foul Oppreſſor, in the People's Thoughts, 

I've idly reign'd : my Fate will in an Inſtant 

Be now decided. If there be remaining 

A Remnant of the great Alcides Race; 

And, 1o deplor'd by ev'ry ſtreaming Eye, 

This Son be brought to Light; the anxious Labours 

Of fifteen reſtleſs Years become abortive. 

Truſt me, this Prejudice of Blood and Birth 

Once more will ſeize their Hearts, and in a Moment 

Prompt them to his Defence. The proud Remem- 

Of his great Father, and a hundred Kings, [brance 

His Anceſtors, and this pretended Honour 

Of ſpringing from the Lineage of our Gods, 

The Cries and Plaints of a deſpairing Mother, 

Muſt inſtantly throw down my tott'ring Power. 

Hgiſtus is the Foe I ſhould have vanquiſl'd : 

Oer him have triumph'd, Bar to all my Grandeur, 

Fix'd I was to diſpatch him in his Cradle, 

But Narbas' ever-taithful, watchful, Care 

Snatch'd his young Charge, in Safety, from my Eyes, 

And from the Hands, could ſerve me, Since that, 
. 5 FS [ Narbas, 

Far from theſe Borders, has defied my Search, 

EJuded my Efforts, I intercepted 

The Meſſages he lent : cut off all Commerce 

"Twixt Merope and him, However, Fate 

I'm well acquainted with: *tis poſſible - | 

That She may alter: from a Night of Silence 

Oft ſprings a Secret; and the indignant Gods, 

Abus'd their Patience, on our Heads ſhow'r down 

Sure Vengeance, tho? it falls by flow Degrees. 

| EAG. 


Diſmiſs theſe Fears, and to your happy Deſtin 
Reſign your Soul, Lo! Prudence is the — 5 
| nat 


VI 


"hat 


(13) 
That watches o'er the Purport of your Heart. 
Your Orders are obey*d : your Guards already 
Poſſeſs the Bounds of Elis and Mef/ina, 
Should Narbas &er return, and to their Eyes 
Bring back Agiſtus, both are funk in Ruin. 
© + POULTON T> 1 
But can you anſwer well for their blind Zeal ? 
pO ER Ox. 


You've ever rul'd them with a faithful Hand. 
Nor is there One amongſt them knows the Blood, 


That ought to flow: nor ev'n the Monarch*s Name, 


Whom they're to ſacrifice. Narbas to them 

Is painted as a Traytor, a vile Vagabond, 

A Criminal, that wants a Sanctuary. | 

The other, as a Slave and Murtherer, 

Doom'd by the Rigour of the Laws to die. 

Por iter. I 

Alas! again this Guilt! 'tis very neceſſary 3 _ 

But I, deſtroy'd the Spn, ſhall want the Mother; 

Want Nuptials, ſo conducive to my Grandeur; 

That may prevent the foul Uſurper's Name, 


And fix the Wiſhes of this faithleſs People. 
My Portion be, the Love they have for her, 


I read the very Bottom of their Hearts: 
With Pains they may be mine; for warm'd by Hope, 


Or chilPd thro? Fears, their Int'reft binds them to me: 


This of itſelf ſecures them. Thou, whoſe Fate 
Depends on this my elevated Station, | 


Shs Support my Projects by thy friendly Cares 


And, Erox, go, unite diſcordant Spirits. 
Veib'd from the Publick, buy the Miſer's Suffrage ; 
Aſſure the Courtezan of Half my Favours; 
It any one ſhould ponder, fire his Soul : 

Promiſe, conjure, bribe, threaten, uſe all Arts, 
In vain have I, undaunted, to a Throne 


Cut 


* A * * _” 
5 I . * 8 5 
* its n . 
; : 


Cut my Way thro' thus far: *tis ſmall to conquer, 
Unleſs one has the Talent of Seducing, | 
And flatt'ring this wild Hydra of the People; 
Training them to the Curb: in ſhort, of puſhing 
The Art, till I'm eſtabliſh'd in their Love. 
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SCENE the FIRST, 


MEROPE, EURICLES, ISMENIA, 


Miso l. 
What! Reigns there then an univerſal Silence? 
Can none aſcertain my Ægiſtus Deſtiny ? 


I T underſtand too well what This forebodes. 


From Elis Frontiers is there then no News? 
 Evrici es. 
No, not a Tittle. All we could diſcover, 
Was a young Stranger, whoſe enſanguin'd Hand 


Iod horrible, diſtain'd with recent Murther. 


Chain'd by my Order, they have drag d him hither, 
MzrRroPe. | 
A Murtherer! Unknown! What has he done? 


U Whoſe Blood was ſpilt? I'm quite congeaP'd with Fear. 


| EvuRiICLES. | 
The ſad Effect of Love, your Soul is ſeiz'd with, 
Renders the leaſt Event a mortal Stab. 
All ſerves to rend the fond maternal Heart, 
And makes the Voice of Nature ſpeak within You, 
But ſure, the common Story of this Murtherer 
| 15 e 


( 15) 


Ought by no means t*alarm your frighted Spirits: 

Crimes ever on the Confines will be perpetrated, 

And Robbers range for Spoil. Theſe Civil Wars 

Produce this horrid Fruit. Alas | diſarm'd 

Mourns awful Juſtice z and our Plains, and Towns, 

Too long neglected, o'er and o'er demand 

Of the great Gods the Blood of Citizens, 

That ſtrow'd the Ground, ſlain by each other's Hand. 
Diſcard the Terrors, chat afflict your Soul. 


Mop x. : 
Who! is this Stranger? Tell me, [ implore. 


| EURICLES. 
One of thoſe Mortals, to all ill abandon'd, 


Nouriſh'd in Baſeneſs, and condemn'd to Labours 3 _ 


A nameleſs Wretch, if one may truſt Appearance. 


MEROPE. 


 _ However, whoſoe'er this Unknown be, 

Let him approach my Preſence, Oft it happens, 
That thro' ignoble Means, and ſlender Evidence, 
Great Truths are brought to Light, Chance, I indulge 
Too much the Trouble, that thus ſinks me down. 
But oh! compaſſionate this female Weakneſs ! 

My Heart has all to fear, nor ought to be 
A Minute off it's Guard. Then let him come, 
That 1 may ask ſome intereſting Queſtions. 


EURICLES. 


| Your Odin are obey*d. JI/menia, Go: 
Let them conduct him hither, and the Queen 
_ he inſtantly ! 


ME ROPE. 


I ſee, Pm taking 

An inconſid'rate Care. Deſpair quite blinds me, 
And hurries me too far. Whether 'tis reaſonable, 

| You 
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| ( 16 
You beſt can judge. Accumulated Miſery 
Is my ſad Portion. They dethrone the Son, 
And heap Abuſes on the Mother's Head. 
Taking Advantage of my wretched State, 
Polifont riſes to that Pitch of Boldneſs ; 
So far forgets his Duty, as to make me 
An Offer of his Hand. 

EURICLES. 

You aggrandize 

The Ils, that preſs you. Well I know, theſe Nuptials 
Muſt hurt your Glory; but they are extorted : 
And angry Fate obliges you to ſuffer _ 
This fell Diſgrace. A cruel Part it is 


To act; but then, perhaps, the only one, 
Able to keep the Throne for it's right Maſter. 


This is the Sentiment of all the Generals, 
Of all the Army : and *tis thought —— 


MzROPE. | 
No, Not 


My Son can't ſuffer This. Exile itſelf, 


To which condemn'd his Infancy has languiſh'd, 
Can't gall his Soul ſo, as would theſe looſe Nuptials. 


EURICLES. 

He might condemn them, if he could in peace 
Truſt to the Rights of Blood. But, if his Soul 
Has, thro? Diſtreſſes, learnt a proper Leſſon ; 
He'll regulate his Conduct by his Intereſts. 
Should he conſult his melancholy Friends, 


And the ſupreme of Laws, Neceſſity ; 


He'll find his wretched Mother could not give 
A greater, dearer, Inſtance of her Love. 
Mz ROPE. 
Ah! What d' y' ſay? 
EURICL ESS. 
Unpalatable Truths; 5 


Extorted by my Zeal, and 4 your Calamities. 
ME ROPE. 


e 
_ I 


Mz E ROPE. 
What, Euricles, muſt Int'reſt then n 
Th invincible Averſion I bear Polifont; 
Whom you have painted 1 in ſuch ſable Colours? 
EURICLES, 
Dang'rous I've painted him; I know his Fury: 
Girded with Pow'r, and irreſiſtible. 
He's without Heirs, and, ſure, you love Peitus. 
85 Mr 
Ah! tis this Love, deep-rooted in my Heart, 
That renders Polifont more odious ſtill. 
Why are you ever on th' ungrateful Topick, 
Talking of Nuptials, and of hated Empire? 
Talk of my Son; and fay, if he ſurvives. 
Cruel! apprize me. 


Eu RIC LES. 
Lo! the Stranger, whom 


Tour ſad Surmite made you burn to queſtion, 


SCENE II. | 
MEROPE, EURICLES, ＋ G18. 
F US Cbaiv d, IS MENIA, Guards. 


| AcisTwus. | 
At the farther part of the Stage to Iſmenia. 
Is This that Queen, ſo wretched and auguſt, 
She, whoſe bright Glory, and tremendous Ill, 
Ev 'nreach'd my Ears, midſt diſtant WildsandDeſarts ? 
| IS MEN IA. 
Aſſur'd, the very ſame. 
=—_ MoisTus. 
God of the Univerſe! 


T how God, who formꝰd thoſe Graces, guard thy Image ! 
How worthy Thee is Virtue on a Throne 


D Mz ROp E. 


(18) 
Mz nzors;. - 
Is This the Murthcrer ? Can Cruelty 
Reſide in ſuch a ſoft and tweet Exterior? 


Approach, whatever Preſſures load thy Soul, 
And diſſipate thy Fears ! Say, with what Blood 


Are thy Hands tainted ? 


OTS YTHus. 
Pardon me, © Queen! 
Diſireſſes and profound Reſpect congeal 


My wretched Voice, thus trembling at your Aſpect, 


My Soul, aſtonith'd, in her Preſence melts, 


* o Euricles. 


5 M 11 3. 
Speak! Say, whoſe Life thy Arm has facrific'd. 
EMersrTus. 
A bold intrepid Youth's, whom Fate's Decrees, 
And his own Rein- leſs Rage, led on to Death. | 
Mz RoPs. 
A Youth's! my Blood ev'n freezes in my Veins. 


| Ah! — Did*'ſt Thou know him? 


IEGISTus. 


ME RO E. 


What! Did this unknown Youth approach you, 
(arm'd? 
That what you did, you did in your Defence? 


IE OGIS TuS. 


Heav'n be my Witneſs, conſcious of my Innocence! 


On the far diſtant Confines of Pamiſis, 


Within a facred Temple, where the Shrine 
Of one of your great Predeceſſors, Hercules, 


Shines honour'd with diſtinguiſh'd Wan, 1. 
or 


No, Meſh na's Plains, 
Her Walls, * Citizens, all's new to me. 
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, 


or 


0 1 

For you I boldly offer*d up my Prayers 

To this great God, th* Avenger of dire Crimes, 
Of Preſents deſtitute, and pompous Victims, 
Poor from my Birth, I put up fimple Vows; 
Tendred a Heart unſullied 1 ſubmiſſive, | 


All that a Wretch could do. The God, methought, 


Touch'd at the Homage I, obſequious, paid, 
Inſpir'd my Soul with more than mortal Courage. 
Two Ruffians, arm'd, ruſh'd on me unawares; 
One in his Bloom, the Other worn with Age. 
Under what Influence come you here, they cry'd: 
Or what's the Purport of the Vows, pour'd forth 
Thus ardently for great Aides? Race? 

Both One and th' Other, at theſe impious Words, 
Lifted his Poignard-: in this fad Conjuncture 
Heav'n firetch*d its pow'rful Arm to my Defence, 
This Hand chaſtiz d the Fury of the Younger : 


Transfix'd, he fell, and paid his forfeit Life. 


Aſſaſſin as he was, the Other baſely _ 

Fled from my Sword. For my Part, Iavow, _ 
Uncertain of my Fate, and ignorant 

Whoſe purple Gore had thus diſtain'd the Earth, 
Dreading to be adjudg'd to cruel Tortures, 

And Death, for an involuntary Murther, 

I drag'd the bloody Carcaſe to the Tide, 

Then fled : but ſoon your Guards obſtruct my F light, 
At the high Name of n I inſtant 

Reſign my Arms. 


E URI 
Madam, whence flow theie Tears? 


* 


ME RO P x. 
Shall I then tell Thee? All the while, alas! 
He artleſs dwelt on his diſaſtrous Tale, 
My tHeart within me melted at his Voice. 
Cresfontins! Hcay*ns! *tis fo. — I'm all Confuſion, 
9 2 5 Les, 


(13) 
ME ROPE. 
Is This the Murthcrer ? Can Cruelty 
Refide 3 in ſuch a ſoft and ſweet Exterior? 


Approach, whatever Preſſures load thy Soul, 
And diſſipate thy Fears ! Say, with what Blood 


Are thy Hands tainted ? 


AGYSTUVS. 
Pardon me, © Queen |! 
Diſireſſes and profound Reſpect congeal 
My wretched Voice, thus trembling at your Aſpect. 
My Soul, aſtonich'd, in her Preſence melts. 


[T7 0 Euricles; 


Mz ROPE. . - 
Speak ! Say, whoſe Life thy Arm has facrificd, 


XKevsTus. 
A bold intrepid Youth's, whom Fate's Decrees, 
And his own Rein. leſs Rage, led on to Death. 
MRO E. 
A Youth's! my Blood ev'n freezes in my Veins. 
Ah! — Did'ſt Thou know him? 


7E Gr 
No, Me 5 na's Plains, 
Her Walls, her Citizens, all's new to me. 

ME ROPE. 

What! Did this unknown Youth approach you, 
(arm'd? 
That what you did, you did in your Defence? 

EOGIZsZT Us. wo 

Heav'n be my Witneſs, conſcious of my Innocence! 


On the far diſtant Confines of Pami/#s, 


Within a facred Temple, where the Shrine 

Of one of your great Predeceſlors, Hercules, 

Shines honour'd with diſtinguily'd Veneration, v 
or 
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Fer you I boldly offer*d up my Prayers 
To this great God, th* Avenger of dire Crimes, 
Of Preſents deſtitute, and ny us Victims, | 
Poor from my Birth, I put up ſimple Vows; | 
Tendred a Heart unſullied bo. ſubmmilive, 
All that a Wretch could do. The God, methought, 
Touch'd at the Homage I, obſcquious, paid, 
Inſpir'd my Soul with more than mortal Courage. 
Two Ruffians, arm'd, ruſh'd on me unawares; 
One in his Bloom, the Other worn with Age. 
Under what Influence come you here, they cry'd: 
Or what's the Purport of the Vows, pour'd forth 
Thus ardently for great Acids Race ? 
Both One and th' Other, at theſe impious Words, 
Lifted his Poignard-: in this ſad Conjuncture 
Heav'n ſtretch'd its pow'rful Arm to my Defence, 
This Hand chaſtiz*d the Fury of the Younger : 
Transfix'd, he fell, and paid his forfeit Life. 
Aſſaſſin as he was, the Other baſely 
Fled from my Sword, For my Part, Iavow, 
Uncertain of my Fate, and ignorant 
Whoſe purple Gore had thus diſtain'd the Earth, 
Dreading to be adjudg'd to cruel Tortures, 
And Death, for an involuntary Murther, 
[I drag'd the bloody Carcaſe to the Tide, 
Then fled : but ſoon your Guards obſtruct my Flight, 
At the high Name of Merope, I inſtant 
Reſign mY Arms, 


EURICLES. | 
Madam, whence flow theſe Tears? 2 


i 


ME RO E. | 

Shall I then tell Thee? All the while, alas! 
He artleſs dwelt on his diſaſtrous Tale, 
My Heart within me melted at his Voice. 
Greefontins ! Heay*ns! *tis fo. — I'm all Confuſion, 
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Ves, I can trace ſome Likeneſs of Cresfontius, 


O cruel Sport of Fortune! that an Image, 
So falle in Fact, ſhould bear ſuch ſweet Reſemblance 
Dreadful Reflection, what vain Dream deludes me? 


EvuRn1cCLEs. | ; 
Diſcard then all Surmize, ſuggeſting Guilt, 
He's no Barbarian, truſt me, no Impoſtor. 
ME ROPE, 
The Gods, indeed, have on his Looks ſtamp'd 


| [ Candour, 
Stay! (% Agiſtus) In what Place did Heav'n allot 
| [ your Birth? 


- 


GIs Tus. 
In Zlis. . 
| ME ROPE. 5 
What! in Elis! Ah! perhaps — 
Elis — you ſay — perhaps you may know Narkas, 
At leaſt Agiſtus“ Name has reach'd your Ears. 
What was your Rank, Condition, who your Sire? 
| a Tus 
My Father was depreſs'd with Years and Miſery 
And Policlete his Name. Agiſtus, Narbas, | 
Whom you aſk after, I know nothing of, 
MEROP E. 
Ye Gods! You ſport you with a wretched Mortal. 
uſt now a Drop of ſweet-reviving Hope 


Chart my ſad Breaſt. I ſaw a Glimpſe of Day. 


But my afflicted Eyes are now once more. [neis,— 
Sunk in deep Sorrow, and o'erwhelm'd with Dark-+ 
And what Rank held your Parents, pray, 1n Greece? 
A. G1%TV'Ss, 
If Virtue can ennoble, Thoſe, to Whom 


{ ſtand indebted for the Light that chears me, 
. Polickte, 


ance! 
me? 


mp*d 
dour, 
allot 
irth ? 
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ortal. 


V. 
18.— 
)arks 


eece ? | 


la. 2 


: Policlete, Sirris, are e by no means Mortals, 


© Excludes all Poubt; Fan, is more diſguis'd. 


8 
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Worthy of your Contempt. Their Fate abas'd them: y 
But their ſage Conſtancy ſtill drew Reſpect; 
And made their Wants an honourable Indigence. 


Beneath his ruſtic Hut my virtuous Father 


Did Good, obſerv'd the Laws, and a * 
Th' immortal Gods. 
MrRop E: .. A 
The more he ſpeaks, the more 
He charms me with his Tale. How came you then 
To leave him, and oppreſs his Soul with Sorrow? 
No doubt, he's in an Agony to loſe you, 
XK 6 1$STUS. 
A vain Deſire of Glory urg*d my Spirits 
On a fallacious Scent. Meſſina's Troubles 
Rung often in my Ears, and the Diſtreſſes, 
By the great Gods inflicted on the Queen. 
But, above all, her elevated Virtues, 


Worthy of better Deſtiny, alarm'd me. 


My Soul took Fire, as theſe diſaſtrous Tidings 
Grew more confirm'd. Diſdaining in my Heart 
Looſe Elis“ Softneſs, I reſolv'd & inure 

My Vouth to Arms; to ſerve beneath your Banners; 
And make an Offer of my Strength in War. 


| Theſe were the only Motives urg*d my Steps. 


By this falſe Inſtin&, this falſe Thirſt of Glory, 


My Courage was miſled, My Parents, ſhrivell'd 


Under the Wrinkles of decrepit Age, 

Iv'e robb'd of Succour in my youthtul Years, 
T my firſt Fault, but ſaddens oft my Hours. 
Hence am I chain'd: inexorable Heaven 


Has cruelly involv'd me in the Snare, 


And hœap'd on my devoted Head foul Guile, 


NME ROPE. 
No: *tis not he. That fai air, ingenuous, Mind 


Extend 


0 


2 


Extend we to his Youth a princely Hand, 


Full of Beneficence. *Tis ſome poor Object, 

The Gods bequeath me. Tis enough, he bears 
The Human Form, and that he is diſtreſs'd. 

My Son may labour under greater Hardſhips. 

He calls Ægiſtus to my fond Remembrance, 

Of equal Years with him: like him, perhaps, too, 
Roaming from Place to Place, without Reſource, 
Abandon'd, and unknown, mark'd with Contempt, 
Entail'd on Poverty. The Soul's debas'd 

By Ignominy, and our Courage flags. 


What a dire Portion for the Blood of Gods! 


At leaſt, if 
SCENE III. 
MEROPE, AGISTUS, EV RICLES,. 
ISMENIA. 
Is MENIA. 


—— Madam, hear you theſe ſad Cries ? 


Are on appriz d —— 
ME ROPE. 


What Din alarms your Spirits? 
IS MEN IA. 


You'll learn by Polifont: the fickle Populace 


To his Ambition proſtitute their Suffrages. 
He's King; inveſted with th' Imperial Purple. 
Kol ter, 
I thought the Gods had Merope ad vanc'd 
To the jult Rank of her great Anceſtors, 
Ye Gods / the more exalted is our Station, 
The more we are to feel the Strokes of Fate. 
A Wanderer, abandon'd, as I am, 
Leſs I've to combat with, There's not a Mortal 
Without his Mis'ries, MAgiſtus is led off. 
Eu RICLES 
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Evers 7 Merope. 
I've already faid it: 
Too haughtily did you refuſe his Offer, = #4 
Too much deſpis'd his Credit with the People. 
Mr ROPE. 9 

Th' Abyſs, we're plung'd in, opens to my View, 
With all its Horrors. I thought, I knew the Gods; 
Thought, I knew Men: but I, alas! know Neither; 


Denied the Juſtice, I in vain expectet. 


EURICL ES. 


Let me, however, in this boiſt'rous Seaſon, 
Summon thoſe Few of our faſt Friends about you; 
Who, if they can't divert th' impending Storm, 
May ſave at leaſt the Wreck; and ſhelter you 
From any new Attacks, that may be made 
By dang'rous Rebels, and a thankleſs People. 


3 —_— 
——— 


S RN -&#YV. 
ME ROPE, ISMENTA. 
i 
The State's not tainted with Ingratitude: 
No! You're eſtabliſn'd in your People's Love. 
Nor have they yet the Honour of the Diadem 
Permitted to be torn from off your Brow, 
They're ſenſible, that Polifont, in off *ring 
10 you his Hand, would rob you of high Empire. 
AED ME ROGPB E. 
They dare beſtow me on a boiſt'rous Tyrant, 
That braves me to my Face. My Son's betray*d ; 
His Mother made a Slave. | 


ISMMENIA. 


( 24 ) 
IS ME NI A. 
The loyal People 


Follow their Voice, the Language of the Gods, 


Mx R O P E. 


Inhuman, you would have baſe Merope 
Purchaſe vain Honour at the Price of r 


n 


iert: 
ME ROPE, EURICLES, IS MEN IA, 
E R OK, POLIF ON Tes Guard. 


| EURICLES. 
Oh! I return all trembling to your Preſence. 
Prepare your Heart for terrible Diſaſters, 
And ſummon all your Pow'rs to your Aſſiſtance, 
ME ROP x. 


I've no Pow'rs left: unprecedented IIls 
Have quite worn out my Courage; but no Matter. 


Alb 

4 S K 
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Mi 


. Eu RIC Es. | 
[ *Tis all o'er ; and Fate I can't go on, 
[| ME ROE. 
Hahl What! my Son? 
EukRlicTLxEsS. 
1 He's dead ! It is too true. 
4h This horrid News has ſ. pread dire Conſternation 
16 Among your Friends, and frozen all their Zeal. 


! 1 | ME ROPE. 
5 My Son is dead! 
N IS MEN IA. 
| Ye Gods! 
EURICLES, 


Would Ag you on your fam'd Forefathers* Throne. 


Pond” jownd 
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EU RICO IE. 

1 Th' unworthy Ruffians 

Strow'd all the Roads with impious Snares of Death. 
The Crime's accompliſh'd! Villany compleat! : 
__— Mx ROS E. | | 
This Day, that J abhor, this genial Sun, il 
Gives Light for me! and Merope till lives! | I 
He 1s no more! What Hands have torn his Fleſh ? 

What Moniter ſhed this Remnant of my Blood ? 


EuRICLES. 


Alas! this Stranger, this accurſt Impoſtor: 
Whoſe perſecuted Virtues we admir'd. : 
For whom ſuch Pity roſe within your Breaſt, 
His Guardian ! | | 
1 MrROFY E. I 
Oh! this Monſter is th* Aſſaſſin. 


Euler 
There is no Room to doubt it. We've detected 
This Moment two of his Accomplices, | : 
And loaded 'em with Irons; who, in Diſguiſe, 
Search'd ſtill for Narbas, ſcap'd their bloody Strokes. 
He, who laid impious Hands on poor AÆgiſtus, 
Stripp'd him of the moſt pretious, deareſt, Spoils: 

Armour is brought on the Stage, 
The Armour, Narbas from theſe Seats convey*d, 
The Traitor threw away the ſacred Pledges, 

For Fear theſe bloody Signals ſhould betray him. 

* | M E£ ROPE. 195 
What ist you ſay? my Hands, theſe trembling 
With it inveſted poor Cresfontius? Limbs, [ Hands, | | 
When, from my Arms, he firſt went out to Battle, 1 


O fav'rite Spoils, in what Hands are you lodg'd! — 
E What? | 


— ome 


F — — OLNTTICY — 
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So Polifont avous. 


| TX 26 ) 
What ? Did th' audacious, monſtrous, Varler raviſh 
This facred Armour? | 


E U RIC LES. 
*T'is the ſame Egiftus 


Here us'd to wear. 
Mork. 
And tainted with his Blood: 
T ſaw it with theſe Eyes: a dreadful Spedtacle ! 
And the old Ruffian in Alcides* Temple? 


| EURICLES. 
Twas Narbas : *twas his miſerable Guide, 


Mor x. ä 
Tremendous Truth ! 
Alas! the fierce Aaſſin s bloody Arm, 

In order to conceal his Guilt and Perjury, 

Gave to my bleeding Son the Waves for Sepulture. 
I ſee it throughly. Oh! What horrid Deſtiny ! 
Will you found this Aſſaſſin to the Bottom? 


* 


SCENE VI. 
ME ROPE, GIS TUs, IS MENIA, 
> KN 


ER Ox. 


Madam, by me, permit my valiant Maſter, 


Too much diſdain'd by you, too little known 
Perhaps, in theſe abhorr'd, diſtracted, Moments, 
To offer you his Succour. He's no Stranger 
To ſad Ægiſtus“ Fate. The Part he takes 
In the Misfortune of the Queen 
ME ROr. x. 
He takes, 


Indeed, a Part; but, Erox, without Pain. 
_ He's 


th ! 


re, 


Tt 


» 


- — — 


n 

He's furniſh'd with the Means; and Fate hath plac'd 

Ho = him 
On my Cresfontius' Throne, dethron'd my Son. 
5 ER Ox. 
Ae offers you this Throne. Conſent to ſhare 
With him this Blood-diſtain'd Inheritance, 
That waited for the Son, who's now no more: 
And, in your flowing Griefs to let him bend, 
Ev'n to your very Knees, a Brow, incircled 
With a fair Crown, which makes him worthy of you. 
But then 'tis neceſſary, you deliver 
Into my Hands the hardy Criminal. 
The Right to puniſh him's a venerable 
Prerogative ; the Province *tis of Kings. 


The Sword of Juſtice, that auguſt Support | 


Of Royalty, to him alone's committed, _ 
Hence 'tis the Purpoſe of his upright Heart, | 
To guard your Rights, and thoſe of all his People. 


The Blood of fell Aſſaſſins is the Sacrifice, 


That muſt be offerꝰd on th* enſanguin'd Altar 
Of Theſe your Nuptials. . 
| E ROPE. 

No, the mortal Blow 


My Hand ſhall give. If Polifont be King, 


I beg his Pow'r will leave to my Deſpair 


The Care of my own Vengeance. Let him reign ; 
Let him poſſeſs my Chattels, and my Honours, 
claim no Glory, but t'avenge my Blood. 

This is the Purchaſe of my Hand. Go! Bid him 


Prepare for its Reception. Deep I'll plunge it 


In the foul Boſom of this vile Barbarian, 


This Peſt of Human Race, forthwith to bear it, 


All reeking, to the Altars of our Gods, 
E R Ox. 
The King, reſt ſtill aſſur'd, will ever be 
Propitious to your Wiſhes, Ev'ry Pain, 
| ES -. "And 


(28) 
And galling Anguiſh, that afflicts your Soul, 
Muſt t deeply young his ſympathizing Heart, 


le „ 


8 C E N E VII. 
MER OP E, EURICL ES, IS MENIA. 


Ml Mx ROPE. 

8 No! No! Believe me not. Theſe impious Nuptials, 
i Theſe Nuptials, I thus dread, ſhall ne'er be celebrated, 
My Hand Pl! bury in the Murtherer's Breaſt ; 

And, Him diſpatch'd, Pl] next diſpatch myſelf, 


" . EvRiCLes. 

A Madam, by all the Gods / 

j | MRO E. 

The Gods. too hard 
mee bore upon me. Shall I ſeck their Altars, 


; The Object of their Wrath, who let my Son 

| Fall a dire Victim, to demand a Huſband ? 

| To graſt a foreign Sceptre on the Sceptre 

| Of my pure Anceſtors ? And fun'ral Torches . 

0 Blend with the feſtal Links of white-rob'd men? 
That 1 ſhould live, ſhould lift my wretched Fyes 


N To yon exaſperated Heav'n, for ever 

1 Loſt to my Son ! ſhould wait for frightful A ge, 

th Amid!t ten thouſand Plaints, and my ſad Hours 

Make ſadder, by a hateful Servitude 

0 Under the worſt of Maſters ! When All's loſt, 

And Hope no more remains, Life then becomes 
An Ignominy, and we ought to die. 


ESSE NN OHSS SEES . . 2 U K N 


er 

"1 . SCENE THE FIRST. 

„ | : NanBas. 

i O Grief ! O Woes / O burthenſom Old Age! 


I No longer that 9 hery Temper 
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Could I reſtrain, That ſtrong heroic Ardour, 
And the fierce Tranſports of exalted Courage, 


Diſdaining to be thus obſcure beneath _ 
My Tutelage, have borne him far away. 


He's loſt : inroll'd, 2 among the Dead. 


How ſhall I face the Mother of my Maſter? 

Ye Gods ! What grand, accumulated, Evils 
Here bend me to the Earth! Without AZgi/tus 

Am I return'd, and Polifont's the King 
This bleſt Artificer of Frauds and Crimes, 

This Savage Cat-throat, girt around with Victims, 


Who hunted us from Climate to ſad Climate, 


Scatter'd in ev'ry Place the Seeds of Death, 

For ever at our Heels, He reigns, Triumphant, 
Eſtabliſh d on the Throne, that he profanes / 
Allow'd t'enjoy it in the Peace of Heaven, 


Which muſt condemn him / Gods! Let my return 


Be cover'd from his penetrating Eyes 
God's ! Guard Ægiſtus from tyrannic Violence 
Cagduct me to his Mother, at her Feet 

To breathe my laſt. This ſad Abode, I think, 

J recolle&t. Twas here, the Beſt of Kings 
Receiv'd his Death: And, on this very Spot, 

J ſav'd his Son, all bloody, in my Arms. 

After a Baniſhment of fifteen Years, 

J hapleſs come alas! a-freſh to er- fo 

With Tears his Mother's Cheek. Whom can I truſt ? 
Igo in Queſt of ſome tranſcendent Friend, | 
W hoſe faithful Hand may lead me to her Sight, 
But no one ftirs within my aged View. 


Hard by a Tomb I ken a Crowd diſmay'd ; | | | 
. Hear plaintive Cries, Alas! within this Palace i 
A perlecuting God for ever dwells, 


(30) 


SCENE II. 
NAR BAS, IS ME NIA, following the 


Queen to the remote Part of the $ lage „ where 
is erected Cresfontius's Tomb. 


IS MEN IA. 


What Stranger's this, whoſe inconſidrateBoldneſs | 
Diſturbs the Queen's Repoſe, and penetrates 
Her cloſe Retreats? Is't any hideous Agent, 
Sent by our Tyrants, with a prying Eye 
T'explore the Sorrows of the ſore-afflicted : * 


NARB AS. 


O, whoſoe'er thou art, excuſe my Boldneſs. f 
*Tis a poor Wretch, that comes to ask a Favour. | 
He could ſerve Merope, and wants to ſpeak with her. 
| ISMENIA. 4 
Ah! when can you intrude on her Retirement ? ; 
Regard the Griefs of a diſtracted Mother, 
Unhappy Stranger, don't offend her Sight. 


Depart, | 


=. 


NARB AS. | 
Alas! By the vindictive Gods, 
Indulge this Condeſcention to my Years, 
And to my Sorrows. Fam not unknown | 
In fad Meſina. Reſt aſſur'd, if Love, ] 
Or Service, binds you to the Queen, my Heart, ; 
Link'd to her Fate, like your's, has ſympathiz'd 
With ev*ry one of her long Train of Sorrows. 
What Tomb is't, riſes in theſe ſolemn Seats, y 
Source of thoſe Tears, I ſaw this Moment flow ? = 
ISME NIA. | 
A Monarch's Tomb, abandon'd by the Gods; 
A Hero's, Huſband*s, and «ifaſtrous F ather' * . 
* o On. E 
NARBA8s. F. 
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(31) 
NARB AVS, Going towards the Tomb, 


— my royal Maſter ! 
Oh! th* Aſhes, I adore! 


IS MEN IA: 
> Creefontius Reli&t 
Has fill more Cauſes for intemp'rate Grief, 
NARB AS. 
What Strokes of Fate have yd Mixtortunes on 
Unhear'd of yet ? | W 
ä IS ME NIA. 


Strokes, moſt accurs'd by Nature. 
Her Son 1 is murth'red. 


NA RB AVS. 
What? Her Son 2 giſtus? 


Ye gracious Gods! th* unfortunate Ægiſtus? 


IS$MENI A. 
His Story here i is known to ev*ry Mortal. 


| NAaRBAS. 
Will he 1 then no more? 
IS ME NI A. 


A barb'rous Ruffian | 
Juſt at 2 na's Gates rip'd up his Boſom. 


NARBAS. | 
O dire Deſpair! O Death! which my ſad Fears 


Had long foretold. He is aſſaſſinated ! | 
Is Merope appriz'd what Fate oer. took him! = 


Are you not mis-inform'd ? 


ISMENIA. 
Undoubted Signs 
Evince the monſtrous Deed. There's no Neceſſity 


For Jong Harangue: his Death is paſt Diſpare, 
N ARBAS( 


1 
NarBas: 
But to what Purpoſe are theſe Cares employ's 3 ? 


| ISME NIA. 
Reſign'd to fell Defpair, poor Merope 

Is juſt expiring : all her Courage fails her. 

She only liv'd for this fad Son of her's. 

So all the Knots, that tied her Life together, 

Are now diſſolv'd. Yet, e'er ſhe ſinks in Death, 
She'll be aveng' d. The Blood of the Aſſaſſin, 
By her vindictive Hand, muſt ſtain the Earth. 

At dear Cresfontius Tomb ſhe goes to ſacrifice, 
The King, who grants Permiſſion for theſe Obſequies, 
Seeking t' indulge her in her piercing Sorrows, 
A Servant has injoin'd to lead the Criminal, 
At the fame Inſtant, to the ſolemn Altar; 
There to be immolated to the Blood, 
And the dear Manes, of her murth' red Son. 
Mean while, in this Exceſs of flowing Sorrow, 
She wills, that all the World from this ſad 1 
Be diſtant far. 


NA RBAS, ”, 9 
Alas! If this be ſo; 
"Tis needleſs to unveil my ſecret Purpoſe. 
Lo! at the Foot of this dread awful Tomb, 
I've nought to do, but lay me down, and die. 


SCENE. III. 
ISMENI A, alone. 

This old Man is, no Doubt, , a faithful Citizen. 
He weeps, and bears the Marks of unfeign'd Zeal, 
He weeps : while all the reſt, the Tyrant's Slaves, 


Turn far from us their unlamenting Eyes. 
How come our Tears to int'reſt him ſo much? 


He 


1 


rr 
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He ſeem'd to agonize, and for the murther'd 
Fyiſftus ſhew'd a true paternal Heart. 
Let us run to him —— But, what cruel Object 


— 


1 


SCENE IV. 


MER OP E, ISMENIA, EURICLES, 
 _#AGISTUS chain d, Guards, Prieſts. 


Mx Rop z, ſtanding by the Tomb. 


Before my Eyes place this Guilt-loaded victim. 
And let us, if we can, invent dire Torments, 
Proportion'd to his Crime. But no dire Torments 
Can be invented, equal to my Sorrow. 


AE O IS Tus. 


Ah! I pay dear for that ſmall Glimpſe of Favour. 
Aid me, great Gods, propitious to the Innocent! 


 EuRICLES. 


Before he ſuffers, let him name the Villains; 
Aſſociate! in his Guilt. 


ME ROPE, advancing. 


*Tis fit, he ſhould. 

Who urg'd thee, Monſter; to this Pitch of Wicked- 
[neſs ? 

To fo much Rage? What have I &er done to thee? 


Ao1STUuSs. 


The Gods, th* Avengers of foul Perjury, 
Can witneſs, that my Tongue knows no Impoſture. 
I, at your Feet, ſpoke Nothing but real Truth : 
Which ſoft®*ned then your irritated Heart 
And made you ſtretch out your protecting Hand, 
Who could ſo ſoon efface thoſe juſt Ideas? 
Or what Blood's this, my harmleſs Error fpilt ? 
What int rreſts you afreſh thus in it's Fayour* „ 


F Mx ROPE, 
* 


8 
ME ROG E. 
What int'reſts me, Barbarian' 
XA c1sTUS, 
On her Vinge 
I ſpy alas! Death? s lamentable Image. 
Ho it affects me! I could ſhed my Blood ſnek, 
A hundred Times, to raile her from the Wretched- 
Wherein I ſee ſhe's plung'd, quite overwhelm'd. 
| | Mz RO P E. 
Hah! What a Mafter of Diſſimulation! 
He, cruel, robs me of my Life, then ſeems . 
To moan my ſad Diſtreſſes: vile Tmpoſtor! 
She finks into Iſmenia's Arms. 
| EVRTCEES.: 
Madam, avenge yourſelf ! Avenge, at once, 


The Laws, and Nature, and our Monarch's Blood, 


A CISTVUS. 


Is this the Juſtice of theſe Monarchs“ Cotitt ? 
They flatter, ſooth me, then reſolve my Puniſhment, 
Oh! by what Fate was 1 drag'd from the Defart ? 
Unfortunate old Man! what mighty Anguiſh 
Awaits your Soul! O my diſaſtrous Mother 
Whole dear, dear Voice foretold all e ſuffer, 


ME RO P E. 


Barbarian ! You've a Mother! I a Mother 
Had ſtill been, but for Thee, and "0 dire F ury. 
You've kill'd my Son. | 


#6 18 T us. 


If ſuch be my Misfortune; 


if was your Son, I'm highly criminal. 

My Heart is innocent, my Hand not fo. 
What a ſad Wretch I am. Heav'n knows my Soul: 
I could have giv'n my Life for you, and him. 


Mz ROPE. 
1 


It, 


| Li Mothers Name, and he be * 


' »* . i 
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ME RO z. 
What! Traytor! when you robb'd him of this Ar- 
[ mour —— 
 KEcoisTus, 
'Tis mine: 
Mz ROPE. 
How's That ? What FE. you:? > 


E 6 1s Tus. 
Fe Here I ſwear: 
By you by this dear Son, by your high Anceſt 
1 my Father had this precious Gift, * 


ME ROPE. 

Fr rom Whom? Thy Father? And in Elis, * You 3 
What Trouble am I plung d in! What his Mme? 
Speak ! Anſwer me! 

EOISTusSC. 
His Name is Police. "= 


This Truth before drop'd from my artleſs Tongs 


ME ROPB E. 


' You ann my Heart, Oh! what unworthy Pity 
Suſpends my Rage? It is too much, too much! 
Second the Vengeance, that now leads me on. 

Drag to this Tomb, this Monſter, this Perfidious ! 
Ye Manes of my Son, my bloody Arms —— 
 NaRrBas, appearing haſtily, 
What are you going to do? O Gods 
of E ROPE. 
Who calls me ? 
NARB AS. 


Hold ! Hold ! — Alas! He's loſt, ſhould I once 


[ mention 


F 2 Mz ROPE, 


1 
Mx ROG z. 

. Die, Traytor! 
NarBas, 


Hold ! 


Xc1sTvus, lifting up bis Eyes towards Narbe, 


O my Father 
MERO PY E. 
What? His Father? 


Ko 18 Tus, 10 Narbas. 
Gods? 
What ist I ſee? O! Whither tend your Steps? : 
Come you to be a Witneſs of my Death? 


„Nan 
Madam, prevent th' Accompliſhment of Guile, 


Lend, Euricles, your Far: diſcard the Victim. 


Let me juſt ſpeak one Word. 
Fouricles leads off Mgiſtus. 
| O Heay 0s! 
ME RO E, advancing. 
You ſet 
My Blood o'ſhudd'ring in my Veins, I went 
T' avenge my Son. 
NA RB AS, falling on his Knees. 


You went to ſacrifice him: 


Fgifus 


My EROPE, dropping the Poignard. 
lah J. Agiſtus? 
| N AITaSA-: 
Hapleſs Queen 
He, whom your Hand was deſtin'd to cut off, 
is your Agiſtus. 

Mx ROP.E, _ 
Should he live? 
NaRBAS 


er ? 


ſet 


AS; 


It is your Son. 


Of flowing Joy and Tenderneſs alas! 


By your Adoption, you inſure his Ruin. 


Guilt's on the Throne: you're perſecuted ; tremble ! 


CY): 
NARAAS. 
| »Tis he; 


 Merope, falling into Iſmenia's Arms. 
| | Pm dying! | | 
IS$MENITA, 
| EE: Povꝰrful Gods 
ED] NARBAS fo Iſmeniaa 
Call back her poſting Spirits. This juſt Exceſs 


This ſuddain Trouble, theſe oppreſſive Thoughts, 
Haſte to conſume her Days, inur'd to Sorrow. 
MzroPe, coming to herſelf. 
Ah! Narbas, is it you? No cheating Dream? 
Ist you? Hah! What, my Son? O! lead him on; 
Let him advance! ore | 
NARBAS. 
O ſtil] be on your Guard : 
And ſmother this juſt Tenderneſs. Reſerv'd, 
Conceal for ever this important Secret. [io [menia, 
Agiſtus Safety, and the Queen's, depend on't. 


MRO Fp E. 
Ah! what freſh Dangers poiſon all my Joy? 
What God forbids, that I ſee dear Ægiſtus? 
Is he reſtor'd, but for a greater Trouble? 
 NaxrsBas. | 


Unknown to You, you went to dip your Hand 
In his dear Blood. If his Arrivals blown ;, 


Spite of the Voice of Blood, diſſemble, feign : 


SCENE 


— ——— — — 


(638) 
SCENE v. 


MEROPE, EURICLES, NARBAS, 


ISMENIA. 


EURICLES. 
Madam, the King—has order'd * em to ſeize — 


ME ROPE. 
Whom? 
EURICLES. 


This young Stranger, deſtin'd to juſt Puniſhment. 


„ Minor l.. 
Hah! What, this Stranger! He's my Son, m 


They're going, Narbas, in his guiltleſs Side [Blood. 
To plunge the bloody Knife. Come, let 8 away. 


NARB AS. 
Stay! 
MRO E. 
*Tis my Son, they drag along. For What! 5 
What execrable, ſuddain, Enterprize ? 
Why rob me of AÆgiſtus? 
EvURICLES. 
Polifont, 
It ſeems, &er he avenge your matchleſs Wrongs, 
Specious Pretences forms to Queſtion him. 
ME ROy k. 
What? — him? Knows he, who is his Mother? 
Eu nner: 
None yet formize this dreadful Myſtery: 
M £RoOPE. 
Let's haſte to Polifont : implore his Mercy. 


NAIL A&A: 
Implore the Gods ; there center all your Fear 
| EuRICLES. 


Ma od ti. ol dey nnd. 


(399) 
EUA ts. 

Should this Son's Rights giveUmbrage to theKing, 
Your Nuptials are at leaſt his Safety*s Pledge. 
Prepar'd to be united to your Graces, 

By an eternal Band, your Son, of Courſe, 
Will, at the ſacred Shrines, become his own. 
And, tho? he ſhould be jealous of the Prince, 
Yet your Eſpouſals muſt command Regard 
For young Agi wn 
NARBAVS. 
Your Eſpouſals ? Hah ! 
* you wed him? What Thunder. clapꝛ O Heav 'ns! 


ME ROPE. 
Ts N piece- meal in ſuch cruel Trouble. 
I go. 
NARB AS. 


You ſhall not. O thou wretched Mother! 
You muſt not celebrate theſe hideous Nuptials. 


EURICLES. 
Narbas, ſhe's forc'd to give to him her Hani. 
He can avenge Cregfontius. | 


NAR B AS. : 
He's a Murtherer- 
ME ROPE. 

What, He: ? The Traytor ! 


NARB AVS. 

| Yes, himſelf, His Hands, 
His bloody Hands, diſpatch*d A#gi/tus' Father 
Diſpatch'd his Brothers, I beheld the Villain 

At the dire Work, and ſaw th' inhuman Strokes: 

Saw him all coverd with your Huſband's Blood. 


| ME ROPE. 
O Gods! 


NARA BS. 


(40) 
NARBAS. 
I've ſeen this Monſter circled . 


: With Victims; ſeen him heaping *gainſt your Royalty 


Accumulated Guilt, He o'er his Rage 

'Threw a thick Veil, by Force of Villany : 
Open'd himſelf this Palace to the Foe : 
Tranſported hither the fierce Flame of War; 

And, amonglt Slaughter, Darts, Fire, Tumult, 
Plunder, 
With your Son's Blood beſmear'd, this Vanquiſher | 
Of Robbers, the Aſſaſſin of his Prince; 

Affected to be thought his dread Avenger. 

With Foes, with dying Groans, was you a ſurrounded: 
Whilſt, prefling thro? a thick, diſtracted, Crowd, 
With much ado, I in my languid Arms 

Bore off your Son. His Days, all innocent, 
Have ſtill drawn Pity from the gracious Gods: 
Sixteen long Years have I conducted him 

From Clime to Clime. The better to conceal 

My Charge, I took the Name of Policlete. 

And, now I've ſnatch'd him from your fatal Stroke, 
Curs d Polifont's his Maſter, and your — 


| MzzoPe. 
Ah! ! my Blood freezes at this hideous Tale. 


EUuRIC LES. 
They come: tis Polifont. 
ME ROS E. 
Gods! 1s it poſſible | ? 


Oh Go! nor let his Rage have one {mall Glimpſe 
Of 8 the o Narbas, 


NARBAS. 
If your Son alas f is dear 


To your maternal Heart, Madam, difſemble 
With this Aſſaſſin, - 


"Uta 


le ? 
ſe 
bas, 


lear 


L ES. 


Ev'n to the Bottom of my Soul. One Word, 
One only Whiſper, may be fatal to him. 


ME ROPE, 10 Euricles. 


Ah! haſte; and let your ever-watchful Eye 
Guard the dear, pretious, Pledge. 


EvuRICLES, 


3 in big ren 


9 — 


(4r) 


" FuricLEs: 


Let this Secret fink 


You need not doubt it, 


MRO x. 
Alas] I place my Hopes in thy ſage Conduct. 
It is my Son, thy King. Ye Gods! the Monſter 


—— 


SCENE VI. 


MEROPE, POLIFONT, EROX, 


ISMENIA, Attendants. 


PorLironT. 


The Throne Attends you, 


And the crown'd Altars are prepar'd around. 
The Hmenæan Rights, that wait to join us, 


Will alſo join our Int'reſts. 


As a King, 


And as a Huſband, Duty now injoins me 
Tavenge the Murther, and defend your Honour, 


The two Accomplices, whom my Commands 


Loaded with Chains, and hurried to a Dungeon, 
Are going to attone your Son's high Blood, 


By ſhedding of their own. 


But, ſpite of all 


My anxious Cares, your dilatory Vengeance 
Has ſeconded but ill my watchful Zeal. 

I to your Arms reſign d the rude Aſſaſſin: 

To whom 'twas juſt, you ſaid, for you to give 
The ſpeeding Blow. 


ME ROPE. 


(42) 
MRRO PE. 
| Oh! that th' immortal Gods 
Would * my Arm the Pow 'r Favenge foul un 
POLTITON T. : 
18 is Devoir of dings, the Noble Care, 
That warms my Breaſt. 


NM Ek RO P R. 
8 Tuobour Breaſt ? 
Por1ront. 
How comes it then, 
That you've deſer d this ſignal Act of Juſtice? 1 
Alas! is your maternal Love relax'd? _ 
ME ROS x. : 


May Vengeance, adequate to ſavage Deeds, 
Deſeend on all his Foes, devoted Heads. 
But if, my Lord, this Murth'rer has Accomplices! 
Ff I could, by his Means, detect the Arm, (0 
The barb'rous Arm, that flew my royal Conſort — V 
And Thoſe, where impious Rage diſpatch'd the Sire, F 
And will the Son puriue, and wretched Mother, — 
So 
W 
W 


With an eternal, fix'd, devoted, Vengeance — 
If one could 


PoL1rontT. 
This is what I wantto know. Sul 


And the vile Wretch already's in my Power. 
MRO E, Glarting. | 
What, in your Hands ? | | My 


POLIFONT, Al. 
Tes: and J hope to penetrate, 5 


i cow Guilt, and dark, myſterious, Villany, 


When once I come to put my Queſtions to him. Sur 
ME ROPE, wee Th, 
Ah! barb'rous Man! he ought to be alone An 


At my Diſpoſal, Oh reſtore him to me! 6 
Lou 


a) 
You know, you pledg*d your Word for what I aſk. 

| My Blood! my Son! Oh ! what ſad Fate — poo 

My Lord! O pity me 8 [7 Polifont. 

PoLIFONT, 

What ſuddain Guſt 

T ranſports you thus? ? He dies. F420 

Mz ROPE. 


He ? 


PoLironm. 
One would chink; 


His Death ſhould comfort you. 


ME ROPE. | 
I, at this Inſtant, -. 
Could gladly ſce Bim. gladly could diſcourſe him. 


POLITON Tr. 

This motley Medley, this unhear*d of Mixture 
Of Horror and of Tenderneſs, theſe Tranſports, 
Which hurry on your flutt'ring Soul, Half-Speeches, 
This Change of Countenance, might well alarm, 
Conceiv'd I any Umbrage, Polifont. 

But may I in pure Terms unfold my Sentiments ? 
Some new Diſpleaſure ſeems t'have ſciz'd your Soul. 
What ſays the Stranger worn with Toils and Years ? 
| Why flies he ſtill my Eyes ? How juſtly might 

2 Suſpicions fill my Breaſt Who is he? 


MEROPE, 
Ah, 
My I Lord! Gm ſettled on che Throne, do von Fro 
I Already, and dire Jealouſies, ſurround you? 
Ph {Pol irons: 
V's Divide this Throne then; and, ſecur'd myHappines, | 
Surmiſes will be baniſh*d from my Heart. | 
The Altar long has waited Merope 
And Pol Went. | 
5 Mrs 


(42) 
MRO P xk. 
Ohl! that th' immortal Gods 
Would give my Arm the Pow 'r Favenge foul Crimes! 

. PoLIiFONT.. | 
»Tis the Devoir of Kings, the Noble Care, 
That warms my Breaſt. 


ME ROPE. 
3 Breaſt * 2 


Por iron r. 


How comes it then, 


That you've deſer'd this Ggnal Act of Juſtice ? } 
Alas! is your, maternal Love relax*d ? g 


ME ROPE. 


May Vengeance, adequate to ſavage Deeds, 

Deſeend on all his Foes, devoted Heads. 

But if, my Lord, this Murth'rer has Accomplices !— 
If I could, by his Means, detect the Arm, O 
The barb'rous Arm, that flew my royal Conſort — V 
And Thoſe, where impious Rage diſpatch'd the Sire, T 
And will the Son puriue, and wretched Mother, O 
With an eternal, fix'd, devoted, Vengeance TEES BL 


If one could 
POLIFONT. hs 
This is what I wantto know. 
And che vile Wretch already's in my Power. Sul 
 MtrRoOPE, Slatting. 
bet, in your Hands??? 8 * 
POLITO Nr. | Al 
R Yes : aud I hope to penetrate, 7 
This cover'd Guilt, and dark, myſterious, Villany, 
When once I come to put my Queltions to him. gu 
ME RO P E, Th. 
Ah! barb'rous Man! he ought to be alone Al 


At my Diſpolal, Oh reſtore him to me! 
| You 


Co 
2 


His Death mould comfort you. 


1 - 
You know, you pledg?d your Word for what I aſk. 
My Blood! my Son! Oh ! what fad Fateattends you! 
„L Aide, 
My Lord! O pity me! (To Polifont. 
POLIT ORT. 
What ſuddain Guſt 


Tranſports you thus ? He dies. 


MzRoPE H. 
no: Fee. 

"PoLirOnt. 

One would think, 


MRO. 
I, at this Inſtant, | 


Could gladly ſee N gladly could diſcourſe him. 


POLIFON r. 

This motley Medley, this unhear'd of Mixture 
Of Horror and of Tenderneſs, theſe Tranſports, 
Which hurry on your fluttring Soul, Half-Speeches, 
This Change of Countenance, might well alarm, 
Conceiv*d 1 any Umbrage, Polifont. 

But may I in pure Terms unfold my Sentiments ? 


Some new Diſpleaſure ſeems Chave ſciz'd your Soul, 


What ſays the Stranger worn with Toils and Years ? 
Why flies he ſtill my Eyes ? How juſtly might 
Suſpicions fill my Breaſt ! Who is he? 


Mor r. 
1 Ot. | Ah, 
My Lord! ſcarce ſettled on the Throne, do Fears 
Already, and dire Jealouſtes, ſurround you? 


PoL1ronrT. | 
Divide this Throne then; and, ſecur'd my Happineſs, 
Surmiſes will be baniſh'd from my Heart. 
The Altar long has waited Merope 
And Pol! font. 
9 MRO HE 


(44) 
Mznoez, weeping. | 
The partial Gods have given you 
Creefantius Throne, Nought now remain'd to render 
His Wife's fell Horrors, and her Woes compleat, 
But this accurs'd, abominable, Crime. 


IS ME NIA. 


F 


Ah! Madam! . 
ME ROPE. 
Pardon me my Lord! you ſee 
A loſt, diſtracted, Mother: One, the Gods 
Have frip'd of All, quite cover'd with Confuſion, 
Surrender (pardon me) my Son's Aſſaſſin. 


PaLIFONT. - 
Bude i it is io, his Blood is on the Point 
Of flowing in full Stream beneath my Hand, 
Come, Madam ! 


MER Op E. 
Gods! under this preſſing Horror, 
Succour a Mother, and veil all her Weakneſs, 


— — 


TFF | 


A © TIF. 
SCENE the FIRST, 
POLIFONT, EROX. 


POLIFON To 
Such were the Tranſports of her ruffled Soul, 
I thought at length, th* Aſſaſſin of her Huſband 
Had been detected; that her Eyes had pierc'd 
The dark Abyſs, where, in Impunity, 
My Guilt was buried. Recoiling back with Horror, A 


POS >» OM 4 


Her Heart was ſtill reluctant to my Vous. Ar 
But *tis not that, it is her Hand, I want. 2 
| 


Let her indulge her impotent Diſdain, 


Juſt 


3. 


Ir, 


(45) 
Tuſt as ſhe will. *Tis time I link her faſt to 
My Wheel of Fortune, As for you, d'y*come 
To ſee this Murtherer : ? What think you of him ? 


E R O X. 

Nothing diſturbs his Breaſt : Artleſs of Tongue, 
But firm, and all inflexible, he ſeems. . 
The Fear of Death makes not the leaſt Impreſſion 
On his refolv'd, impenetrable, Soul. | 
Pve ſounded him, and neer, my Lord, before 
Found fo much Courage in a State fo low. _ 
I own, that, in my private Thoughts, he charms me, 


PorrFoN r. 
What is he, in a Word ? 
E 
| ; He's what I 4 
To let you know: not one of theſe Aſſaſſins, 
Manag'd in ſecret to ſerve your Deſigns. 
PoLIFONT. 


Can you aſſert This with ſuch Confidence ? 
Their Tutor is no more. My juſt Suſpicion 
Has taken Care tefface the ſnameful Traces 


Of this State-Secret, in his dang*rous Blood. 


But this young Stranger faddens all my Hours, 
And fills my Soul with Torment. Are you ſure, 
Agiſtus has defeated all my Schemes? 

Can I believe that Fate, ſtill hitherto 


Subſervient to my Will, could drop me Here! 


ER Ox. 

The Tears of Merope, in ſad Deſpair, 
Pining away her hated Life, eftabliſh 
A ſtrong Aſſurance of your Happineſs : 
And all I ſee confirm it in Effect. 
Chance has produc'd a Train of great Events, 
With ſtronger Energy, than all our Cares. Por 

| | 55 'OLTI- 


(46) 
„ PoLivawut?. 
Chance often out-ſtrips Prudence. But I FOR 
Too many Enemies, am too experienc'd, 


To leave to her the Iſſue of my Fate. Hf | 


Whocer this Stranger be, tis neceſſary 

His Death be haſten'd : That will fix my Throne 
Sufficiently ; 'tis fit it ſhould be ſo, | 

Under my Laws eternally oblig'd, 

The People would believe their Prince cut off 
By Death, and That aveng'd. But anſwer me: 
What raſh old Man is This, denied my Sight 
With ſo much Myſtery ? As Merope _ 

Was going to let out th* Aſſaſſin's Blood; 


He ſtop'd her Hand, you ſay, What are his Views] Fr 


F.ROX. 


My Lord! Thisold Man, burthen'd with his Miſery, 


Is the young Stranger's Sire. He came t'implore 
The Pardon of his Son. 


POL ITONr. 
| His Pardon, fay you? 
Bring him to me, Believe me, he betrays me. 
Why elſe is he conceaPd ? This mighty Secret 
Alarms my anxious Breaſt : I muſt extort it. 
But moſt the Murth'rer raiſes my Suſpicions. 
_ Urg'd by what ſtrange Caprice, what potent Reaſons, 
Did late the Queen, who, in ſuch preſſing Terms, 
Sollicited before his Puniſhment, _ 
Unfiniſh'd leave fo juſt a Sacrifice? 
Soft Pity ſeem'd to mitigate her Rage, 


And Beams of Joy gleanvd ev'n amidſt her Sorrows 


EROk. 
What Gonifies her Pity, Joy, or Vengeance ? 


Po LIT ON r. 


All ſignify, and I miſtruſt them all. 
She's coming! Now conduct this Stranger hither. 
7 SCEN E 


), | 


. 
J 
POLIFONT, EROX, AGISTUS, 
EURICLES, MER OPE, ISMENTA, 
Guards. 


ME ROPE. 
Diſcharge your Oaths, indulge me in my Vengeance, 
And to my Hands alone reſign the Victim, 


PoLIFONT. 
He's here before you ! How your Int'reſt fires me! 
Avenge you! Bathe you in the Ruffian's Blood! 
I, thro? his Carnage, lead you to the Altar. 


POLIFONT. 
Ye heav'ly Pow'rs! 
EO IST us 15 Polifont. 

| You then devote my Blood 
To the Queer” 8 Nuptials | My poor Life's alas! 
Of lender Worth, and I ſhall, calm, reſign it: 
Yet am I wretched, innocent, a Stranger: 
If the immortal Gods have made you-King, 
'Tis to protect me. I have juſtly kill d 
An unjuſt Adverſary. Merope, 
She wills my Death, excus'd, ſhe is my Mother. 
I ſhall ev*n bleſs the Strokes, prepar*d to fall 
Upon me from her Hand, Nor have I aught 
Here to accuſe, but ſuch a monſt*rous Tyrant, 


| Such a vile, complicated, Peſt, as Thou art. 


POL ITO Nr. | 

Thou Wretch ! Dar'ſt thou, in thy ouragious Inſo- * 

| [lence ? — 
| MRO E. 

My Land excuſe th Imprudence of his Yours 
Bred * from Courts, and nurs'd *midſt ſavage Woods, 
He's yet a Stranger to that juſt Dun. | 
That's due to Kings. 5 whe 
Pol r- 


4 
” * 4, 
1 
. — — RES 4s rs x ap — * 
8 


(45) 
PoLIFON T. 
Whar is it wounds my Ears? 
What Talk is This? How is my Soul ord 1 
What * ? Do you plead for him? 


MzRoPE. 
„Who, I, my Lord ? 
|  PoL1FronT. 

Yes, You. At length will you not extricate 
Your Mind from theſe wild Wand'riugs? This the 
That ſlew your Son? [Ruffian, 

8 ME ROPE. 
My Son the wretched Remnant 
Of ſuch a Race of Kings, my Son, involv'd 
In a ſad Snare, beneath the boiſt'rous Arm 
Of a Barbarian —— | 
IS ME NI A. ; 
Heav'ns! What are you doing / 
PoLIFON Te. 

Hah! do you now ſurvey him without Paſſion ? 

D'y' tremble at his Sight, and do your Eyes 


Melt at his Woes? And would you hide the Tears, 


They're pregnant with? 

MEROp E. 

I do not ſtrive to hide em: 
They re evident enough, and from a Cauſe 
Ariſe moſt jult; and oh! this Cauſe you know. 


PoLI1roNT. 
Then to dry up their Source, *tis time, that he 
Expire, This Inſtant, Soldiers, facrifice him! 
MRopE, advancing. 
Cruel! W hat dare you fay ? 
EO ro 
In ſoft Compaſſion 
For my Diſtreſſes, all your Senſes fail you, 
PoL1ronrt. 
' Diſpatch him. 


Ev 


ae 


the 
in, 


** 


on 


That Heav'n, which form'd you in ſo ſad a Womb; 


Sends you back to me, to deſtroy us both. 


His Mother, You, who ſo much urg'd his Death? | 


In your baſe Hands, the Secret of my Life: 


3) 


1 0 Mzaorz. 
He is 
| Porrronr. 


Strike! 
Met ROPE, 12 Bere between Egiltus, and the 


Soldiers. 

2 KC en Thou fierce Barbarian ! 
He is my Son. ö 
| | XAe18s8Tvs. | 
By all the Gods! What, I 
Your Son? 

Me ROPE, embracing him. 
Yes, you. And Heav'n, which I. atteſt, 


And which too late alas! has op'd my Eyes, 


|  AGci$TvVus. 1 
| What Miracle, ye Gods, paſt Comprehenſion! 
PoL1FONT. 
Such an Impoſture, purely to ſurprize me! 


 AM61isTvs. 
Ah! Should I die her Son, I bleſs my Fate. 


| 

„„  - | 

I am his Mother, and my Fondneſs for him ", 
Has quite alas / betray'd me. You detain, | 
| 

| 

| 

| 


D the Son of Gods, in Chains before you, 

Cresfoutins Heir, thy Maſter, and thy King. 

You, if you pleaſe, may call me vile Impoſtor, 

Tyrants are ever deaf to Nature's Voice. 

Inur'd to Blood, your Heart can ne'er relent. 

Yes, tis my Son, I fay, elcap'd from Slaughter. | 
H POL 1FONT, | 


— —¹—— — —— 


(5) 

'  POLIFONT. 
What have you here to plead, and on what Grounds? 

 ZEceysTuvs. 

Go! I'm perſuaded, I'm her Son, Her Tears, 
My Sentiments, my Heart inflam'd with Glory, 
This Arm of mine, which had, if not diſarm'd, 

Chaſtiz' d your Inſolence, all, all evince it. 


PoLIFONT. 


Thy Rage, before-hand, ſhall be ſingly puniſh'd : 


It is too much for mortal Mind to bear. 
MRO E, kneeling. 

Begin the Tragedy by killing me. 
Pity the guſhing Tears, that drown my Eyes, 
What is it you'd have more? Here at your Feet 
Sighs Merope, ſad Merope embraces em, [ Mother, 
And dreads your Wrath. Judge, whether Pm his 
By this Effort, abhorrent to ſoft Nature: 
Tudge of my Torments. My deteſted Error, 
This Morn, was going to transfix the Heart 
Of my dear Son. Bent lowly on my Knees, 
I my involuntary Crime deplore. 
How cruc! You ! who promis'd to extend 
To his young Years a true paternal Care, 
Who ought to guard from -Harm his hapleſs Days. 
_ See! He's betore your Eyes: and will you ſtab him? 
By a dread Crime alas ! his Father died. | 
O Save the Son ! I can forget the reſt. 


Save the high Blood of Gods, and of your Sov'reign's. 


He's quite defenſeleſs, and at your Diſpoſal. 

Live he, and that's enough. In him alone 

Happy, amidſt my Mis'ries, I no more 

Shall mourn his Brothers, or my murther'd Husband. 

You lee his Parent on the bended Knee, 

Your King in dolcful Chains, 
1 Eos rus. 


KU %¶ôͥBÜöꝝnñ r mdTœę·̃ Qx⁊ x¶ . 


Err ic. 0 aw 


ds? 


IS 


Hah! you adopt me? 


(5) 
ZEorsrus. 
| Riſe! O Queeh, riſe 1 
And condeſcend to let me prove, Cresfontins 
Was my great Sire; in ceaſing to debaſe 
His Widow, and my Mother. T know little 
Of my Prerogative, or native Rights. 


But Heav'n has in my Mould mix d too much Pride, 


Giv'n me a Heart too haughty, to .be humbled 
By a vile Tyrant. From my Birth I've ſtruggled 
With Lovwlineſs of Fortune; and my Eyes 
With Pomp are not yet dazzled. I'm deſcended, 
Im conſcious, from the Blood of Kings. I'm conſcious, 
I am your Son. My Predeceſſor, Hercules, 

Juſt as I've done, began his great Career. 

His Eyes ſcarce open, he encounter'd Evils : 
Crown'd by the Gods with Immortality, 

For having been, like my poor ſelf, victorious 
Ofer adverſe Fate. If I can boaſt his Blood, 

Pl! likewiſe ſhew his Fortitude of Soul. 
Worthy of you to die, is all I wiſh. 

Give o'er your Supplications z ceaſe to weep : 
Ceaſe to bely the Blood of Demi-Gods ? 

Which flows, notorious, in my high-born Veins; 


PoL1FONT 90 Merope. 


No muſt 1 ope my Breaſt without Reſerve. 


J ſhare the Griefs, which bow you to the Earth 
His Courage charms me, I eſteem his Virtues ; 
And, if he is not, think his Merits claim 
To be deſcended from the Blood of Kings. 
But then a Truth of ſuch Importance, asks 
To be eſtabliſh'd on undoubted Evidence. 

Pl guard him: he's already to my Care 


Conſign'd: and, if he really ſhould derive 


His Birth from you, adopt him for my own, 
E GIS us. | 


„ MERoPs; 


tn 

Mz ROPE. | 

2 O my beating Heart! 
PoL1iron'T.' 


His Fate determine: Nothing can avert it, 
. But your Eſpouſals. Vengeance, in this point, 


Once maſter'd your high Soul. Shall Love do leſs, 


When Life? s at Stake? ; 51 
M L R 0 p E: 


POLITO RT. 
| TH ?Tis all over. 
Your Heart has hitherto appear*d too tender 
T' expoſe this Object of ſuch Floods of Tears, 
Thro? Obſtinacy, to my juſt Reſentment, 
MER OP E. 
However, let his Fate, my Lord, depend 
On his own Conduct. O vouchſafe this Favour! 
POL ITON Tr. 
He either is your Son, or he's a Traytor. 


J muſt be link'd with you, if you'll preſerve him; 3 5, 


Or thall revenge the high Indignityj 

Of a Refuſal both on you, and him, 

Pardon, or Puniſhment, is in your Hands, 

You are, in one bare Word, his genuine Mother, 
Or an Accomplice, to impoſe on me, 


Make which you will your Choice: but know, when | 


Were hence departed, I ſhall never more [once 
Give Ear, but in the Preſence of the Gods. ot 
Let him be guarded, Soldiers, is brought after me. 
1 now attend you: would you have him live? 


[To — | 


Fix, in one Word, my fluctuating Soul. 

Confirm his Birth, by giving me your Hand. 

His Life, or Death, depends upon your Anſwer: 

And he's my Son, or 1 devoted Victim. 
Adieu 1 Mx nopg. 


Oh q Barb*rous} 
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(53). 
ME ROPE. 
Oh] do not drag him from my Sight, 
Reſtore him to my Love, and vain Deſpair. 
PoLITO Nr. 

You'll find him at the Temple. 

 #61sTvus, the Soldiers leading him. 

Pitcous Queen, 

So great, and ſo NT A'S" / O, whom I ſcarce © 
Dare yet call Mother! Let no Act ſtart forth, 
Unworthy you, or me. And, if Tam 


A Branch of your high Stem, and King- deſcended ; 


1 in a Manner, ſuiting Majeſty, 


| Know how to die. 


S-& E NE III. | 
MERO PF, Ae. 
O cruel, a5 thou art! 


You hurry bim away. In vain my Voice 


Implores thy Mercy: and I've only ſeen him, 
To loſe him now a- freſn. Why did my Vows, 


Thou God, O too much harraſs'd with my Prayers, 


Pierce thy indulgent Ear ? Why was this Object 
Of all my Wiſhes to my Arms reſtor*d? 
You ſnatch*d him from a foreign Land, reſery*d 
A Victim for the Butcher of his Father. 9 

Ah! take him from me! Hide his wand'ring Steps 
In the deep Deſarts, far remote from Tyrants. 


1 E NE IV. 
MEROPE, NARBAS, EURICLES, 


Mr ROPE. 


Know?®ſt thou thi Exceſs of Horror, which involves n me? 
NaRBas, 


(54) 
NARB AS. 
1 I know, the Ruin of my King is deſtin'd ; 
That, long in Chains, Ægiſtus is detain'd 3 


And that my Steps are mark'd. 
Mx ROPE. 
e Pe V him. 
| NARA As. 
You! ! 
| Ma zor z. 
- Pee divulg*d the Whole. But, not a Savage, 


What Mother, Narbas, on the point of loſing 


Her Fleſh and Blood, could view him, and be ſilent ? 


I've ſpoke: ?tis done: and I muſt, from henceforth, 
Repair my Weakneſs, by a ſad Offence, | 


NaRrBAS. 
What fay you of Offence ? 


— 


SCENE v. 


MEROPE, NARBAS, EURICLES, 


ISMENIA. 


IsMENITA. 


Now, now's the Tims, 


Madam, for you to ſummon all your Forces, 
And call up all the Vigour of your Soul. 

A fickle People, running after Novelty, 

With Earneſtneſs attends your wiſh'd Eſpouſals, 
The Tyrant, by his monſtrous Regulations, 
Seems quite to be preparing for rude Slaughter, 
Rather, than for a joyous Feſtival. 

The Prieſt, inſpir'd by his directing Mouth, 
Has made the paſſive God to utter Sounds 
Fictitious, in his venerable Temple. 

In the great Name of your fam'd Anceſtors, 


* of the awful God, whom he invokes, Juſt 
u 


juſt 


(an) 


| Juſt now did he pronounce this hideous Union, 
You've giv'n, he ſays, as all Maſina knows, 
Your Oath to Polifont : the conſcious Gods 


Are Guarantees. The People join, in Cries 

Of far-reſounding Joy, and thick Applauſes: 
Nor, dreaming of the Grief, that bears you down, 
*Tend, on their Knees, theſe Nuptials full of Horror, 


Hailing the Tyrant, that has pierc'd your Heart. 


| ME ROPE. | 

So, my Diſtreſſes make the publick Joy. 
NaRrBas. 

What a ſad, horrid, Way, to fave your Son! 
3 Mx ROG E. | 
*Tis a dire Crime, and you already tremble. 

Mm NARBAS - 
'But *tis a greater, to give up your Son, 

MzRoPE. | 
Hah! ye good Gods! Deſpair reſtores my Courage. 


Let's to the Temple, where they wait my Coming. 


Let's ſhew Ægiſtus to the thronging People, 
And place him in full View *twixt me and th* Altar, 
Beneath th' afſur*d Protection of the Gods, 

He is their Offspring, and They will at length 
Engage in his Defence. His Innocence 7, 

Has long enough been wreſtling with curſt Treachery, 
Pl! paint the Fury of this baſe Aſſaſſin; | 
Horror and Vengeance ſhall fill ev'ry Breaſt. 

Ye Tyrants, dread a Mother's Cries and Tears! 
They're coming. Ah! I ſhiver, All around 

Makes me deſpond. They call me, and my Son 

Is on the Brink of Fate, The Tyrant, yet, 
May with a Wink for ever ſeal his Ruin. 

Ye rig' rous Servants of the hated Monſter, 
That loads me with unprecedented Sorrows, 
You're here to drag the Victim to the Altar. 


T „ 
O Vengeance! Tenderneſs! O Nature! Duty / ö 


What is your Cruelty about t' inflict 
On a poor Heart, abandon'd to Deſpair ? 


[To the A Pants i in the Sacrifice, 
eb see G e t. f. fr. ln f.:. K. raue 


= n 
SCENE THE FIRST. 


EGISTUS, NARBAS, EURICLES. 


NARB AS. 
The Tyrant ſtill within the royal Palace 
Detains us, and uncertain is our Deſtiny: 
But you alone ingroſs my ſhudd'ring Fears. 


Alas! my Prince! my Son! Once more permit me 


To call you by that ſweet, that tender, Name. 
Ah! Live! Difarm the Choler of a Tyrant. 
Preſerve a Head, alas! ſo neceſſary : 


Threat ned thus long, and which ſo much has coſt me, 


- HU LICKEL 
Conſider, that, on your Account alone, 
Low'ring her Haughtineſs, the Queen vouchſafes 
Once more to ſprinkle with her trickling Tears 
(An inexhauſted Source) the murth'rous Hands 
Of a dire Tyrant, whom her Soul abhors. 


6 13T:-VU-8. 
From a long Conſternation ſcarce recover'd, 
I, in ſome unknown World, a ſecond Birth 
Seem to enjoy; New Blood warms all my Veins, 
New Day revives me with it's genial Rays. 
I born of Merope 2 My Sire Cresfontius .& 
Triumphs th' Aſſaſſin; he inthron'd, and I 
A Slave? Alcides? Offepring, and in Chains ? 
NAA 
Would to the Gods, with me, this Heir of Hercules 


Lurk'd, undiſcover'd, on the Plains of Elis! 
ois r us. 


Io 


1 
GIs Tus. 
What? Could I wiſh once more to undergo 


{ The World of Ills reſerv'd for wretched Mortals ? 


From my firſt Morn, fierce Rapine, Exile, Death, 
And ignominious Wants, beſieg'd my Days, 
From Deſard to rude Defart, wand”ring, perſecuted, 
1 languiſt'd out the Hours in fad Diſgrace, 

And vile Obſcurity. High Heav*n's my Witneſs, 
It I, mean while, amidſt ſo many Injuries, 
Once let my Voice break out in plaintive Murmurs. 
Spite of Ambition, which devour'd my Heart, 


[ Virtues, correſponding to my State, 
Embrac'd, Purſued. You, you I honour'd fill: 


1 you, and ev'n your fel! Diſtreſſes, lov'd; 


Nor of the Gods ask'd any other Father. 


They've giv'n another, and *tis to abuſe me. 


I am Cregfontius Son, and can't avenge him. 

I've once more found a Mother; but the Tyrant 
Snatches her from me : whom the Monſter holds, 
By foul Compulſion, in deteſted Bands, 

I've, in your Arms, oft curs'd the ill- ſtarr d Day, 


Preſiding o'er my Birth: oft cursd the Aid, 


Reſulting from your Care. Alas / my Father! 
Why kept you back a deſp'rate Mother's Hand, 
So oft prepar'd to give, in wild Diſtraction, 

The ſpeeding Blow? There then had been an End 
Of all my Woes: my Fate had been accompliſh'd. 


NARBAS. 
Alas! you're loſt, The Tyrant comes this Way: 
"Wc E N E II. 


POLIFONT, AGISTUS, NARBAS, 
EURICLEs, Guards. 


Pol IrOoN r. 
Stand back [They retire a Little, 


And as for thee, whoſe blinded Youth 
Inſpires a Pity, which one owes to Weakneks: Ty 


(58% 
Thy King once more reſigns it to thy Choice, 
For the lalt Time, to change thy Deſtiny. 
The Preſent, Future, all, down from thy Birth, 
In ſhort, thy whole Exiſtence, turns on me. 
J can exalt thee to the higheſt Rank, 
By one bare Word, or bind thee falt in Chains: 


Deſtroy, or ſave thee. Bred a-far from Courts, 
And unexperienc'd, leave thy wild Imprudence, 
And thoughtlels Arrogance to my mild Management, 
Believe me, in thy low, abandon'd, State, 
This dang*rous Pride, which thou miſtak'ſt for Virtue, 
Does not one Jot avail. If Fate decreed thee 

An obſure Origine, ignoble Parents; | 

Content with thy Condition, be ſubmiſſive 

To thy Superiour, From a Race of Kings, 

By the great Gift of Fortune, if deriv'd; 

Make thyſelf worthy to be ſo deſcended, 

By ſerving near my Perſon, In the Queen, 
Within this Palace, glares a great Example. 

She to my Laws has ſtoop'd, and, acquieſcing 

To my Decrees, explores the ſacred Temple. 

Purſue her Steps, and mine, Thou'lt hither come; 
And on thy Knees, before the awful Altar, 

Swear to my Sceptre an eternal Homage. 


And, as thou fear*ſt the Gods, their Pow'r be Witneſs, | 


Of this thy Vow, and ſtrong-confirm'd Allegiance. - 
The Gate to Grandeur is wide-open to thee, 
Refuſal will deſtroy thee. Chooſe, and anſwer. 
EG I$ST:US. | 
You ſee me all diſarm'd : how can I anſwer ? 
I own, there's ſomething, in thy wild Diſcourſe, 
That nigh confounds me. But, reſtore me only 


TheSword, thou dread'ſt, that faithful Steel, thy Craft 


Wrench'd from my Hands, and I ſhall ſoon return, 
Unurg'd, an Aniwer ; whence thou'lt learn, perſidious, 
Which of us Two's the Slave, or Which the Matter 3 3 
If 'tis thy Part to regulate my Fates, 


Or mine to puniſh impious, bold, Aſſaſſins. PoLs- 


397 
\-  PoL1rowNT. 

Foe, impotent and Proud / my Gentleneſs 
Confirms thee in thy Infolence; You think, 
I'm great enough of Soul, to let this Outrage 
Paſs unregarded ; nor fhall ſink ſo low, 

As to chaſtize, in thee, a worthleſs Slave, 
That dares aſſault his King, And well it is, 
This Goodneſs, which is now exaſperated, ' 


Now cools again in turn, attords thy Wretchednefs 


One only Moment to obtain thy Pardon. 

J wait thee at the Altars; you may thither 
Direct thy Steps. Approach, prepar'd to meet 
Sure Death, or ſwear Obedience to my Throne, 
Guards, you near me may place him. Let none elſe 
Preſume to introduce him. To your Hands, 
Narbas and Euricles, I now conſign him, 
Tremble! You'll anſwer for his vain Caprices, 

I am not unacquainted with your Hatred: 

And know it's Impotence; but truſt, at leaſt, 
To your Experience. Whether he deſcends 
From Merope, or born of you, his Death 

Shall be the Purchaſe of imprudent Counſel, 


" FX 2 
—— 


s CEN E III. 


| /EGISTUS, NAR BAS, EURICLES. 


AOlsrus. 
Alas! No Aid will I receive, alone 


| Depending on the Blood, that warms my Veins, 


Great Hercules ! inſtruct my Arm to t'avenge 

Perfidious Guilt, and complicated Murther. 

And, from the Boſom of th* immortal Gods, 

Vouchſafe thy pow*rful Influence on my Soul! 

Before thy Altars I by Polifont 

Am ſummon'd, and do thither urge my Way. 
NARB AS. | 


| My Prince! ah! are you living? 
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(60) 
EuRICLES. 
$2 In this Danger, 
If we, at leaſt, might follow you / But leave 
To us the Time t' awake a Party, which, 
All feeble as it is, is not annihilated. 
Permit —— 
| EGISTuus. 
At any other Time, my Courage, 
Bridled by your Inſtructions, would be ſupple, 
And docile, as a Child. I could repoſe 
In Both firm Confidence : but, in Misfortunes, 
Of this dire Claſs, none ought to be conſulted, 
But Heav'n, and one's own Heart, Who's unreſoly'd, 
Gives himſelf up to Counſels: but the Blood 


Of Heroes, in this Caſe, relies on no one. 
My Lot is caſt, — Heay*ns ! What now ſtrikes my 


Hah ! de | [ Eyes? 

— SCENE IV. 

MEROPE, A GISTUS, Attendants 
| MrRroOPE. | 


The proud, preſumptive, Tyrant 
Commands me on an Embaſly to thee, - 
Think not 1 live, fince theſe enormous Nuptials. 
But this foul, hideous, Shame, to which I'm drag'd, 
I've undergone for thee; for thee, diſtracted, 
Made this Effort. Now ſtruggle for thyſelf, 
And fix thy Fate. Dear Object of the Terrours, 
That ſhake my Soul, the Cauſe of all my Fears! 
O ſprung from Kings, and Gods! my Son Afgiftus ! 
We muſt know how to ſuffer, &@er we know 
How to 3 J ſee thou'rt all on Fire, 
At my poor Weakneſs. I now love thee more, 
And am far more alarm'd. My Son! 
 AGc1$sTVSs. 
Dare follow me, 
MRO E. 
Oh! Stop ! What ist thou do'ſt? Ye Gods! my Soul 


Complat ins to you « of his Exceſs of Virtue, 
XK G1STVS 


— —ę— — — rn — 


as | 


5] 


Has you his Voice? Are you a Queen and Mother! * 
i It lo, march on! | | 


He urges, he inſpires thee. O my Son / 


And yet he wears the Crown, I'm lov'd, and ſhun'd, 


It is ſurrounded by a faithleſs Herd 


To theſe Abodes. 


I there hall fird the Gods, that uu Murther; 


(61) 
EGIST us. 
Is not my Father's Tomb before your Eyes? 


Meno. 
It looks, as if high Heaven, 
At this Conjuncture, made thee more than mortal. 
I own my Blood ; I ſee the Blood of Hercules. 
O Speak / and 611 me with the God, that guides thee, 


Godlike, go en, and raiſe my drooping Spirits, 
6ISTus. 

Shall you have any Friends in this ſad Temple? 

| ME ROPE. 

I had, when on the Throne. Thoſe few that {till 
Eſpouſe my Fate, beneath a foreign Yoke, _ 
Hang down their humbled Heads. A Load of Evils 
Cruſhes their Virtue, Polifont is hated 


AX613TUS, 
What ! ſhun'd by all ? This Manſter, is he at 
The Altar ? 
Mz ROPE. 
. He attends me there. 


£A6c1sTvus. 
| His Soldiers, 
Do my now guard him at this horrid Altar ? 
M =: RoP E. 
No: the Gate's freed from thoſe outrageous Bands: ? 


Of the ſame Courtiers, whom I've heretofore 
Saw crowding to my Train, and cringing ſervily 
Under my Orders. As for me, I, girt _ 

By his own Tribe of Creatures at the Altar, 

Can only to thy ſingle ſelf give Entrance 


ForsrTus. 
Then ſingly will I follow you. 


And are my Anceſtors, Mz Ro R. 


—— ue 


(62) 


Mzzorz. 


Theſe fifteen Years 
Have a betray'd thee, 
"IVES TV.:- 2 
They, indeed, have try*d me. 
Mz ROPE. 
Ah! what is thy Deſign ? 
ois r us. | 
| Come, let's march on, 
 Whate'er it coſt, Adieu / my mournful Friends 
Yow'll be convinc*d, at leaft, the Son of Merope 
Has merited your Cares, You ſhall not bluſh, 
Embracing Narbas. 
Believe me, at thy Work : but be a Witneſs 
— op high Blood Pm form'd of. 


„ SCENE 2 | 
NARBAS, EURICLES. 


NARBAS. 
What wild Scheme 

1s he curſing? ? All my Labours are 
Alas! unravell'd, and my Cares betray'd. 
Your habile Traytors ever go unpuniſh*d., 
I always hop'd Time's fare, tho? ling'ring, Hand, 
Vindictive, would do Juſtice to the Gods, 
By heaping Vengeance on the vile Offender : 
That young Agiſtus would regain his Empire, 


N 


So long uſurpꝰd. But monſtrous Guilt tranſports him, : 


And I muſt end my toilſome Days, deceiv'd. 
IÜlmpetuous Courage will deftroy Ægiſtus. 
|. He'll diſobey, and Death will be bl Portion, 
| EURICLES. 
Hear you the Cries, that ſhoot along the Air? 
NARBAS. 
They are the Signal of dire Guilt, 
EVRICLES 


Hark 
Na RBAS. 


LADS 


( 63 ) 


1 NARB AS. 


. ES nA 
No Doubt, the Moment ſhe eſpous'd curſt Polifont, 
The Queen, by Death, prevented her foul Shame, 
This was the Purpoſe of her lab'ring Soul, 
Under ſuch pokes Trouble, 
NARBAS 
; | Ah! her Son 
Is then no more. She only liv'd for him. 
EU 
The Uproar gathers Ground: it how redoubles: 
And comes like Thunder, grumbling in the Air, 
Hurling 1 it's Bolts on Earth, 


NAR B As. 
On ev'ry Side, 


1 hear the Cries of Combatants; the Sounds 


Of Trumpets, and the Voice of * Citizens. | 


Burſt are e the Palace' Gates. 


EU RIC LES. 


A cruel Party, borne with great Rapidity, 
Urging their Way, tumultuous, at a Unllance ? ? 
| NarBas. 
Preſs chey, ſublervient to the T yrant's Rage: ? 
EURICLES. 
Far as my Eyes can throw their kenning Pow” "Th 
Rages diſtaſtrous Conflict, 


NAR B AS. 
War 266 6 


Ts to diſtain the Sword? The Names of Merope 


And of the King fill all the wounded Air. 
| 'EVRKECLES. - | 
Thanks to th* immortal Gods, the Ways are open, 
Let's {50 this Inſtant, and ſurvey our Fate, 
If we're to live, or die. [ Exit, 


NaRrBAS. 


Tremble! 13 
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> EF: 
* ARB AS. 
Let's go. 
Keep equal Pace? ve gracious Gods! reſtore 
Force to this Arm enervate, heretofore 
Tried in my Sov*reign's Cauſe, 
I have remaining, let me conſecrate 
To this Juſt Service. Let's away! 


S C EN E VI. 
NAR BAS, IS ME NIA, People. 


NARB As. 


I'ſt you, ee ? | Bloody this, and 2 e 


It you, 1 ſee? | 
IS M ENI A. 


Alas and Voice. 3 
= NAR B A8. 


My Son, Oh! is he living ? 


Where, where s the Queen? Ah! * Iſmenia, * 
ISM E NIA. 
With SOPs ado I've got once more my Spirits; 
Borne by the floating Concourſe of theſe People 


To theſe r_o—es 


NAA AA. 


IS ME N IA. 
He is the worthy Offspring of the Gods. 
Agiſtus ! he has ſtruck a noble Stroke. 
Alcides ne' er, with all his matchleſs Valour, 


Surpriz*d the World, with ſuch a bold Archievement: | 


NanBas. 
My Son! my aa Rais'd by theſe Hands to en 
IS MEN IA. 
The Victim was prepar'd, and crown*d withF lowers; ; 
The Altar ſparkled with the Nuptial Torches. 


When Polifons to trembling Merope, H 


Can't 1 


What Life, at leaſt, 0 


rere rr 


What Spektacle 


Let me regain my Liſe, 


What is Fgiftus doing ? 


To the crown'd Altars, gives himſelf a Spring; 


The Guard makes off with diſmal Cries of Murther. 


, _ > 
His Eyes fix d ſternly, and of brutal Aſpect, 
Preſented his dire Hand, The Prieſt pronounc'd 
The ſacred Words: and to the feſtal Shrines 
The Queen, amidſt her Women all in Tears, 
Advancing ſadly, ſnhudd'ring in my Arms, 
Inſtead of Nuptials, calls down Vengeance on him, 
The People mark*d the whole in ſolemn Silence. 
Into the holy Circle, at this Inſtant, 
Hurried a Youth, a Hero, like the Gods. 

He runs, it was Ægiſtus, ſhoots along 


And, with ſure Hold. gripes faſt the Axe, prepar'd 
For this tremendous Feſtival. Keen Lightnings 
Flaſh not ſo quick: I ſaw him with theſe Eyes: 
Saw the bleſt Hand, that ſmote th* audacious Monſter. 
Die, Tyrant, faid he. Take, ye Gods, your Victim! 
Erox, Partaker of his Maſter's Crimes, 

Erox, who view'd him, ſwimming in his Blood, 
Up-lifts his hardy Hand, and thought t'avenge him. 
AÆAgiſtus turns about, inflam'd with Rage, 

And lays him flat along his Maſter's Side. 

Raiſing himſelf, the Tyrant wounds the Hero. 
Their mingled Gore I ſtreaming faw in Floods, 


His Mother — Ah! how Love inſpires high Courage! 
What Tranſports fir'd her Efforts, and her Steps“ 
His Mother — ſhoots along *midit all the Soldiers, — 
It is my Son: ſtay, hold, inhuman Herd 

It is my Son, Tear up your * his Mother; 
Tear up this Breaſt, that gave him Nourtſhment ; 
Theſe Bowels, that once bore him. Theſe ſad Cries 
Put all the People in a dreadful Tumult. 

A Body of our Friends, in fore Alam 

At her dire Danger, head-long ruſh betwixt 


Her and the Soldiers. Strait the holy Altars 


Were all deſpoil'd; the ſhining Ruins floating 

In Pools of Blood. Poor Infants cruſh*d to Death, 

In their fad Mothers? Arms. Brothers, W 
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Fell by their Brother*s Hand. Prieſts, Soldiers, Friends, 

Expiring on each Other. We attempt _ | 

To fly, but are forc'd back, in wild Diſmay; 

And the thick Crowd is twenty Times repuls'd, 

From one End of the Temple to the other. 

Th' impetuous Floating of this Multitude 

Bears young /#gi/tus and the Queen away, 

Far from my Sight. Amidſt the Combatants 

I fly all bloody; ſcreaming loud, enquire 

Of the diſtracted Crowd. But all, they anſwer, 

Redoubles my rude Horrors. He, he's dead, 
They cry; He's fallen, he's crown'd with Victory. 

I run, quite ſpend myſelf, the People drag me; 

Haul me in this Uncertainty, oppreſs'd 

With over-flowing Sorrows, to this Palace, 

Midſt dying Combatants, Deaths, direful Ruins, 

Come, trace my Steps, and join my doleful Cries! 

Come; Pm uncertain, if the Queen be ſafe; 

If her thrice-worthy Son ſurvive ; or whether 

The Tyrant be no more. Frights, anxious Trouble, 

All theſe outrageous Storms, ſtill ſeize my Heart. 

NARB AS. „ 

Thou Arbiter of Mortals, Heav'nly Providence! 
Accompliſh thy great Work, and ſpotleſs Innocence In 
Support, propitious ! Let thy deſtin*d Beneſies 
Be in Proportion to our paſt Misfortunes, 8 
Ye Gods! preſerve AÆgiſtus, and I end [diers, | A 
My harraſs'd Days in Peace. Ah!“ *mongſt thele Sol- | A 
Don't I behold the wretched, captive, Queen? A 


: SCENE VI. * 
MER O PE, IS MENIA, NAR BAS, | Le 
ö People, Soldiers. The Corps of Polifont cover'd with Of 
a bloody Robe is expoſed at the farther Part of the Stage. 
| A T 
Prieſts, Warriours, Friends, Citizens of Meſſina, C 
By the great Gods, th* Avengers of Iniquity, FEX ” 
4 | | | | L Liſten 
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„„ 
Liſten, ye People! I once more atteſt, 
On ſolemn Oath, Ægiſtus is your King. 
He Guilt has puniſh'd, and reveng'd: his Father. 
The Wretch you ſee drag'd in the Duſt's a Monſter, 
Hateful to Gods and Men, He plung*d his Hands 
Deep in Cresfontius* Breaſt, my Spoule Cresfontius, 
Once my Support, your King, Beneath the Strokes 
Of this tranſcendent Tyrant, hapleſs, fell 
Two of my Sons. He ſore oppreſs'd Meſſina, 
Uſurp'd my Rank; and offer'd me a Hand, 


 Reeking with my own Blood. The Youth you view, 


2 


en 


From your own Kings, he! is Cresfontius 

Seed: 
He's mine, the only one my Griefs enjoy. 
What Evidence more certain would you have, 


ith an Axe 


The Vanquiſher of Polifont, deſcends qQ Running lo. 
5 his Haud. 


Than your Queen's Heart? Behold this good old Man! 


His Prudence from the Traytor's murth rous Hand 
Snatch'd the juſt-budding Years of young . ; 


The Gods have done the reſt. 


NARBAS. 
Yes, I atteſt 


Theſe conſcious Gods, it is your King, who ſweat 
In this hot Conflict. 


EOITSs Tus. 
Can you, well, Ru 


A Mother? ora Son, whom ſhe defends ? 


A Son, who nobly has reveng'd his Father ? 
A King, th Avenger of enormous Guilt ? 
ME ROG E. 

And, if you doubt it, let the Strokes, he dealt, 
Let your Deliv'rance, and his Intrepidity 
Of Soul, evince it. Hah! what other Mortal, 
But a Deſcendant trom Alcides* Race, 
Brought up in Mis'ry, ſcarce yet in his Bloom, 


At his farſt Trial of heroic Manhood, 


Could lay fell Tyrants flat? He to his People 
| K 2 Will 
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Will be a firm Support: and, fixtd in Virtue, 


Avenge the arth. Hark / Lo! the Voice of Heaven! 


D'y' hear it's Thunder? How the awful Sounds 
Fall in with mine, and witneſs he's my Son! 


BCENE the LAST, 
 MEROPE, AGISTUS, IS MENIA, 
NARBAS, EURICLES, People. 
i Eu nis. : 

Madam, diſplay your Perſon to the City, | 
Once more becalm'd. The News, that's ſpread abroad, 
Of their King's ſafe Return, from Mouth to Mouth 

Flying with ſwift Career, has chang'd their Spirits. 
Our Friends harangu d, and ev'ry Heart is melting. 
The People ſhed, impatient, Tears of Joy: 
Adore the King, whom gracious Heav'n has ſent*em: 

Bleſs your great Son, and bleſs your wond'rous Love: 
And conſccrate, for ever, this dreadful Day. 

They, eager, his auguſt, heroic, Viſage 

Flock to contemplate z flock. to ſee their Narbas z 

And pay you Homage, All around the Name 
Ot Polifont ſpreads complicated Horror- 

That of your Son and your's, draws Adoration, 
O Monarch! Come, enjoy the Fruits of Victory. 
This Fruit's our ardent Love, worth more than Glory. 

. FM | 

That is not. mine: this Glory is the Ge ds; 

As Happinels, ſo Virtue, comes irom them. 

Let's mount the Throne, in placing there my Mother: 
And, my dear Narbas, ever by AÆgiſtus 
Be honour'd with a Father's ſacred Name. 


— 


The End. 
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5 Certain Perſon, who had ſome Inſight into the human Heart, 
A was one Day conſulted about a Tragedy, that was going to 
be brought on the Stage: he intimated, that there was ſo much 
Wit in the Piece, that he doubted very much of its Succeſs, 
4. What! will ſome one ſay, can this be a Faulty in that Performance, 
2 ata Time, when all the World affects to be witty ; when no one. 
ſets his Pen to Paper, but with a View to ſhew he has ſome ſhare 
of this peculiar Facult ; when even the notoriouſly falſe Kinds of 
Wit meet with Applauſe, provided the Thoughts are but brilliant! 
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Ves, without Doubt; a Piece will be applauded one Day, and be 
ſurteiting the next. | 1 | 

: That Thing, call'd Wit, is ſometimes a new Compariſon, ſome- 
8 times a fine Alluſion: in this Place, che Abuſe of a Word, pre- 


: ſented in one Senſe, and liable to be underſtood in another: in 
that, a delicate Connection of two uncommon Ideas: tis a Me- 
taphor, a little ſingular: *tis a Search after that, which the Object 
does not preſent at firſt Sight, but which ſtill in Effect, is in the 
Object: *tis the Art either of uniting two Things naturally remote 
from each other, or of ſeparating two Things, that ſeem to be con- 
nected; or in placing one in Oppoſition to the other: tis that of 

delivering one's Thoughts by halves, in order to leave room for 
Divination. Ina Word, I would diſcuſs all the different Ways of 
ſhewing of Wit, had I more of it than I have. But all theſe bright | 

| 
| 


Yo Properties (I don't ſpeak of falſe Brilliancy) do fnot occur, or, at 
leaſt, very rarely, in a ſerious Work, and which ought to be in- 
tereſting. The Reaſon of it is, that, in that Cafe, the Author 
makes his Appearance; whereas the Public would only be glad to ſee 
the Hero, who is ever, either in Diſtreſs, or in Danger. Danger and | 
T: D.iſtreſſes call not for Wit. Priam and Hecuba don't fall to making | 
of Epigrams, when their Children were Murther'd, amidſt the f 
Flames of Troy. Nor does Dido breathe her Sighs in Madrigals, | 
when ſhe mounts the Pile, to ſacrifice herſelf. Demaſtbenes is | 
quite void of pretty Thoughts, while he his rouzing the Arbenians, 
and ſpiriting them up to War, If he had not, he would have ated 
the Part of a Rhetoricianz whereas he is now performing the 
Function of a Stateſman, | | | 
The Art of the admirable Racine is far ſuperior to that we call 
Vit. But if FPyrrbus was always to expreſs himſelf in this =_ e 
| | 5 2 
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Tho? vanquiſh'd, bound in Chains, conſum'd in Sorrows, 
And burning with more Flames, than e'er I kindled, 
I could not be ſo cruel ah] as you are? 


If Oreſtes was to be {till in this Taſte, 


The Seythians are leſs cruel than Hermione. 


Theſe two Perſonages would not make the leaſt Impreſſion. We 
ſhould be ſoon ſenſible, that true Paſſion very rarely recurs to ſuch 


Compariſons, as theſe ; and that there is ſcarce any Proportion be- 
tween real Flames, which conſumed Troy, and the Flames of 


Love, which had ſeized Pyrrhus ; between the Scythians, who 
facrifice the human Species, and Hermione, who has no great Af. 
fection for Ore/tes. Cinna, fpeaking of Pompey, utters himſelf 


in theſe Terms: 


Heav'n choſe his Death, for an eternal Monument 

Of this great change; and the diftinguiſh'd Honour, 

Ow'd to the Manes of this godlike Man, | 

Of bearing with them to the ſilent Shades 

'The Liberty of Rome, | | 5 


There is Something very grand and brilliant in this Thought: it 


contains a great deal of Wit, and even an Air of Majeſty, that 


impoſes on us. I am certain, that theſe Verſes, pronounc'd with 
a Theatrical Air and Enthuſiaſm, would receive confi 
plauſe: but, I am aſſured, at the ſame Time, that Me Play of 
Cinna, were it wrote all thro? in this Kind of Taſte, would not 
have a Run for many Nights, | 

In Reality, what Obligation has Heaven to do Pompey the Ho- 
nour of enſlaving Rome after his Deceaſe? A contrary Conduct 
would carry a better Face of Probability: And the Manes of 
Pompey ought rather to obtain of Heaven the eternal Mainte- 
nance of this Liberty, for the Sake of which, 'tis ſuppoſed, he 


_ fought, and died. 


Should it then be look'd upon as any other, than a Work, 
ſtuff d with Thoughts, far-fetch'd and problematical ? How 
much ſuperiour to all theſe glaring Ideas are theſe fimple and na- 
tural Lines ? EEE. Eo i 

= On Recollection, Cinna, 

Will you aſſaſſinate me? Let's be F riends. | 

Cinna, you are my Gueſt : *tis I invite you. 


This is not what we ſtile Wit: tis the ſimple and ſublime, in 
which conſiſts true Beaury, _ | | | 
Where, in Rodogune, Antiochas ſays of his Miſtreſs, who was 
N * him, after having ſhamefully propoſed to him to ki! 
Is Mother. 


= | She flies ; but as a Parthiar, 
Picrcing my Heart, 4 


. Ap- 


Antiuhus 
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| Antiothis has Wit : he is making an Epigram on Rodegune 3 


ingeniouſly comparing the laſt Words, ſhe ſpeaks at parting, to the 
Arrows, which the Parthians ſhoot, flying, But the Propoſition 
of killing his Mother is not darted at him, becauſe his Miſtreſs is 
on the Point of leaving him: for, whether ſhe goes, or flays, An- 
tiochas is equally wounded. The Epigram therefore is vitious 


and, if Rodogune alters her Mind, there is not the leaſt Founda- 


tion for the Witticiſm. 

I purpoſely pick'd out theſe Examples from our beſt Writers, 
in order to their making the ſtronger Impreſſion. And I omit 
touching on thoſe Quirks and Quibbles, that appear faulty ar firſt 


Sight. There is no one can help laughing, when, in the Tra- 


gedy of Medæa, her Rival tells her, by way of Alluſion to her 
Sorceries, 5 ä | 
I've but Attractions, you have Charms. i 
Corneille found the Stage, and all Kinds of Literature, infected 
with theſe Puerilities, which are very rarely to be admitted, I 
would not be underſtood to be ſpeaking here of thoſe Strokes of 
Wit, which might be indulged on other Occaſions, tho* impro- 
per in a ſerious Treatiſe. One might apply to the Writers of 
this Claſs a Saying of P/utarch's, ſo happily tranſlated by A 


miot * Tu tiens, ſans propos, beaucoup de ton propos. You have 


| ſeveral very good Things, but they are not to the Purpoſe, 


I now call to Mind _— thoſe bright Performances, which | 
odel, in ſeveral Works of Taſte, and 


I have ſeen quoted, as a 
even in the Treatiſe, on Study, of the late Mr. Rollin. This 
| Scrap is extracted from the fine Funeral Oration of the Great 
Turenne, compoſed by Flechier. Tis true, in this Oration, He- 
chier has almoſt come up to the Sublimity of Baſuet, whom I 
have ſtiled, and do till ſtile the only eloquent Man among fo 
many elegant Writers: but, notwithſtanding, I am of Opinion, 
that the Paſlage, I am hinting at, had never been made ule of 
by the Biſhop of Meaux. Here it is. Ye Powers, in Enmity 
with France, you are ſtill living: and the Spirit of Chriſtian 
«© Charity will not permit me to breathe a ſingle Wiſh for your 
„ Death c. But you live; and I deplore, in this Pulpit, a 
„ yirtaous Captain, whole Intentions were ever pure, &c.” 
An Apoſtrophe in this Taſte had been very proper at Rome, in 
the Time of the Civil War, after the Aſſaſſination of Pompey ; or 
at London, after the Murther of Charles the Firſt ; becauſe, in 
Effect, it might have promoted their reſpective Intereſts. But is 
it conſiſtent with Decency to wiſh directly, in the Pulpit, the 
Death of the Emperor, the King of Spain, and Electoral Princes, 
and to put in the ballance with them, the General of a King's 
Army, who is at War with them ? The Intentions of an Officer, 
' which can be only to ſerve his Prince, ought they to be put in 
Competition with the political Intereſts of all the Crown'd _— 
| agai 
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againſt whom he makes the Campai ne? What would one ſay of 
a German, that had wiſh'd for the Death of a King of France, on 


Occaſion of the Loſs of General Merci, whoſe Intentions were 


pure ? | | | 
- Why then has this Paſſage been ever cried up by all our Rhe- 


toricians ? Becauſe the Figure is, in itſelf, fine and pathetic. But 


they never examined the Driſt and Propriety of the Thought,” 
Plutarch would have told Flechier : Tu a lenu, ſans propos, un 
tres beau propos. | x 


I return now to my Paradox: that all theſe bright Ideas, which 
we term Wit, ought never to be admitted in great Works, de- 


ſign'd either to inſtruct, or to move the Paſſions: and [ll take 
upon me to declare alſo, that they ought to be baniſh'd from 
our Operas. Muſick expreſſes the Paſſions, Sentiments, Images: 
but what Sounds of Harmony can exhibit the Turn of an Epi- 
gram ? Quinault was for ſome time out of Vogue, but he was 
ever natural, notwithſtanding. | EO 

Of all our Operas, that which is the moſt ſet off, or rather 
loaded, with this Epigrammatical Wit, is the Interlude of the 


Triumph of Arts, compoſed by a delightfal Man, who had always 


fine Sentiments, and who, at the ſame time, was very happy in 


his Expreſſion ; but one, who, by abuſing this Talent, contri- 


buted, in ſome ſmall Meaſure, to the Declenſion of Literature, 
after the glorious Days of Lewis XIV. RT. 

Love, in this Piece, diſputes with Apollo the Honour of being 
the God of Arts. Ajo/lo, in ſpeaking of this Pretenſion of Love, 
delivers himſelf in theſe Words: | | 


| But the Honour, 
Which he would ſtrip me of, is the bright Property 
Of France's Hero, no leſs than *tis mine. 
Let not this Monarch, ſo auguſt, be robb'd 
Of his juſt Share: the Arts owe more to him, 


Than what they do to Love, or me, 


| This Idea, I think, is ingenjous : but then there is a Neceſlity 
of giving one's ſelf the T'rouble, beforehand, of inter reting the 
firſt Words, which would import a Meaning to this Effet : Lowe 


does me a great deal of Honour, in being ambitious, like me, of 


becoming the God of Arts: and after that, tho' the Thought is 


explain'd, I am apt to think, that the moſt ready Maſter would 


- +4 much Difficulty in adapting proper Muſick to the Expreſ- 
on, | | 5 . 
In the ſame Interlude, where Pygmalion animates the Statue, 
he ſays to its NG, | 
E Vour firſt Motions 
Have bꝛen to love me, ON | 
| I remem- 


T Is I have often, in my Youth, heard theſe Words ap* 


plauded. But, who is not aware, that the Motions of the Body 


of the Statue are here confounded with thoſe of the Heart, and 
that, in neither Senſe, the Phraſe is French; being, in Reality, 


nothing but a Quirk, and Conundrum ? How is it poſlible, that 


a Man, of ſo much Wit, ſhould not yet have enough to retrench 
theſe glaring Faults? _ | 

Theſe Sallies of the Imagination, theſe Fineſſes, and Turns, 
theſe equivocal Touches, Gaities, ſhort curtail'd Sentences, inge- 
nious Familiarities, with which the preſent A ge ſo much abounds, 
are not at all proper but for ſmall Works, deſign'd purely for A- 
muſement. Perrau/t's Front of the Louvre is ſimple and majeſ- 
tic, A Cloſet might very well admit, without any Impropriety, 
ſmall Ornaments. Be as witty, as you pleaſe, or even 'tis poſ- 
fible for you to be, in a Madrigal, in Verſes on a light Subject, in 
a Scene of a Comedy, that is neither paſſionate, nor grave, in a 
Compliment, a ſmall Romance, in a Letter, where you are gay 
in order to divert your Friends, | 

Far from reflecting on Voiture, for having ſcatter'd Wit here 
and there in his Letters, I have, on the contrary, diſcover'd, that 
he does not over and above abound with it, tho' he is ever in 
Queſt of it. *Tis generally obſerv'd, that Dancing: Maſters make 
but indifferent Bows, as being always for overdoing it. I am 
apt to imagine, this was frequently the Caſe of Voiture. His 
beſt Letters are ſtudied. Tis plain, that he harraſſes himſelf, in 
order to muſter up, what ſo naturally occurs to Count Anthony 
Hamilton, to Madam de Sevigne, and to ſo many other Ladies; 
who write, without any Pains, theſe Trifles, better than Veiture 
did, with all his Application: | 

Boileau, who had the Hardinefs, in his firſt Satires, to compare 
V iture to Horace, alter'd his Sentiments, when his Taſte was 
ripen'd by Age. I am confident, *tis of ſmall Conſequence to 


the Affairs of this World, whether Yoiture be, or be not, a great 


Genius; whether he has only wrote ſome pretty Letiers, or 


Whether all his Works of Humour are Models in their Kind. 


But, as to us, who cultivate Arts, and are enamour'd of them, we 
take a very exact Survey of what the reſt of the World looks upon 
with an Eye of Indifference. Good Taſte is our Buſineſs, in Point 
of Literature, as much as Dreſs is that of the Ladies. And, provi- 
ded we don't make a Party- Affair of it, I think, I may pronounce, 
without any Heſtation, that Yoirure has very little of Excellency ; 
and that Marot might be eaſily reduced to a na:row Compals. 

"Tis not, that one would rob themiot their Reputation. On the 
contrary, one would examine, with all the Juitice in Nature, 
That, which has procured them this eſtabliſh'd Reputation; and 
which are the real Beauties, that have ſcreen'd their Deſects. Tis 
neceſſary, we ſhould have a __ Notion of what we are to adopt, 
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and what reject. This is the eſſential Fruit of profound Appli- 


cation to the Study of polite Learning. Tis what put Horace on 


criticizing on the old Satyriſt, Lucilizs, Horace made himſelf 
ſome Enemies by this Conduct; but, at long run, he clear'd up 


the Eyes of theſe Enemies themſelves. 
This great Ambition of Shining, and of putting what 


has been faid a thouſand Times before into a new Dreſs, is the 


Source of unheard of Expreſſions, as well as far-fetched Thoughts. 


He that is incapable of producing any fine Sentiment is willing, 


at leaſt, to diſtinguiſh himſelf by his Manner of Expreflion, Tis 
for this Reaſon, in the laſt Place, that we ſee Amabilites ſubſti- 
tuted for the Word Agre#mens, Neg/igiment for Negligence, badiner 


tes Amours, for badiner avec les Amours, There are a hundred 


other Affectations of this Nature. If one were to go on after 


this Faſhion, the Language of our BY//uets, Racines, Paſeats, 
Corneilles, Boileaus, Fenelons, would ſoon grow ſuperannuated. 


Why ſhould we decline an Expreſſion, in Uſe, to introduce another 
exactly of the ſame Signification ? A new Term 1s no otherwiſe 
pardonable, but when it is abſolutely neceſſary, intelligible, and 
{onorous. One is obliged to coin ſuch Words in Phyſics. A new 
Diſcovery, a new Machine, requires a new Term. But are there 
any freſh Diſcoveries, in wes. of the human Heart ? Is there 
any other Majeſty of Stile, but that of Corneille and Baſuet? 
Are there any other Paſſions, but thoſe, that are. handled by 
Racine, and touch'd upon by Qinault? Is there any other Mo- 
rality of the Goſpel, but that of Father Bourda/oue ? Thoſe that 


tax our Language with not being copious enough, ought in reality, 


to point out its Sterility ; but chat is only ſubſiſting in them- 
ſelves. | | : 

| Rem Verba Sequuntur. ROGER 
When one is thoroughly Maſter of an Idea, when Wit perfectly 
juſt, and full of Warmth, takes Poſſeſſion, as it were, of any 
Sentiment; it ſtarts from the Brain, entirely adorn'd with ſuitable 
Expreſſions, as Minerva, arm'd from Head to Foot, ſprung from 


the Head of Jupiter. 


Jam ſenſible, that this Compariſon would have been prepoſte- 


rous in another place; but you will pardon it in this Letter. In a 
Word, the Concluſion of all I have been ſaying, is; that there is 
no Neccflity to be on the Rack, either for Thoughts, Turns, or 


Expreſſions ; and that the Art, in all great Works, is to reaſon 


well, without heaping together many Arguments; to be a good 
Painter, without affecting to be an univerſal Painter; to move the 


Faſſions, without deligning to put them eternally in a Fer- 


ment. 1 
I am here, unqueſtionably, layinz down good Advice. But, 


have I my ſelf taken it? Alas! No. 


Pauci, ques æguus amavit 
F apiter, aut ardens wvexit ad atbera Virtus, 
ſits geniti polucre, | RE 
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Nero Reflections on HISTORY. 


ERH APS, What is already the Caſe in regard of Phyſics, 
may in a ſhort time be eftabliſh'd as a Rule, in reſpe& of 


| the Method of writing Hiſtory. New Diſcoveries have baniſh'd 


the antient Syſtems. One would willingly be acquainted with 
Human Nature, in this intereſting Particular, which conſtitutes at 


| preſent the Baſis of Natural Philoſophy. 


We begin now to give very little Credit to Curtius's Adven- 


ture, who ſlop'd up a Quickſand, by falling to the Bottom, he 


and his Horſe : we laugh at Shields deſcending from Heaven, and 


all thoſe fine Ta/i/mans, which the Gods ſo liberally preſented to 


Hat, an 


— 


Mortals ; and at the Veſtals, who ſet a Veſſel o' float with their 
Girdle; and at all that Multitude of celebrated Fooleries, which 


the old Hiſtorians are ſtuff d with, Nor are we a jot more plea- 


ſed with a famous Rhetorician; when, in his antient Hiſtory, he 


talks ſeriouſly of King Na, who proſtituted his Wife to who- 
ever brought him Money, and placed thoſe, who came empty - 


handed, in the Arms of a fine Poppet, exactly like the Queen, 
ſtuck full of Pins under its Petticoats. 


It makes one ſmile to ſee ſuch a Number of Authors telling the 
ſame Story one aſter the other, how the famous Otbo, Archbiſhop 


of RO; was beſieged, and eat up, by an Army of Rats, in 
the Year 968; how Showers of Blood overflow'd G-/cony in 


1017; how two Armics of Serpents engaged in Battle near 


Tournay in 1059 : Prodigies, Predictions, Ordeal Trials, Cc. are 


at preſent in the ſame Claſs, as the Accounts of Herodotus. 


My Deſign is to ſay ſomething, here, of Modern Hiſtory : 


where we are in no Danger of meeting with either Poppets em- 
bracing Courtiers, or with Biſhops, devour'd by Rats. 


Great Care is taken to tell us what Day a Battle was ſought, 


and they are in the right on't. One prints 'Treatiſes, deſcribes 


the Pomp of a Corgnation, the Ceremony of receiving the red 

q even the Entry of an Ambaſlador, where neither his 
Szoiſ', nor his Lackies go unrecorded. Tis very convenient to 
have Archives at large, to recur to on Occaſions: and, at pre- 


ſent, I look upon all voluminous Works, as ſo many Dictiona- 


ries, But, after turning over three or four thouſand Deſcrip- 
tions of Battles, and the Subſtance of ſome Hundreds of Treatiſes, 


I could not find, in the main, I was a Pin's Head the wiler : 


meeting with Nothing in them, but a Relation of Events. I 
was not made more acquainted with the French and Saracenss 


by the Battle of Char/es Marte/, than I was with the Turks and 


L 2  Tartars, © 
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Tattars, by the Victory obtain'd by Tamerlane over Bajazet. | 8 


own, that in peruſing the Memoirs of Cardinal de Retz, and of 
Madame de Motterille, I know exactly, Word for Word, what the 
Queen-Mother faid to Monſ de Ferſay : that I apprehend how 
the Coadjutor contributed to the Blockades: and that I can re- 
peat the Heads of the long Harangue he made to the Ducheſs 


of Pouillon. Such Works feed very much one's Curiolity ; but 


' ſerve very little for one's Inſtruction. | 

There are Books, which apprize me of the true or falle A- 
necdotes of a Court. Whoever has ſeen Courts, or has a Long- 
ing to ſee them, is as fond of theſe illuſtrious Trifles, as a Coun- 


try Dame is of knowing all the News of her little Neighbour- 


hood. Tis, at the Bottom, the fame Thing, and the ſame Me- 
rit. The Publick under Harry IV. was entertain'd with the A- 
necdotes of Charles IX. They ſpeak ſtill of the Duke of Belle- 
garde, who flouriſh'd in the Infancy of Lewis XIV. All theſe 
Tracts in Miniature laſt a Generation, or two, and then are bu- 
ried in an eternal Oblivion, 

We, in the mean while, on their Account, let flip Opportuni- 


tics of making Acquaintance with what would be of more ſen- 


ible Advantage to us, and much more durable, I ſhould be 
glad to inform myſelf, what the Strength of a Nation was be- 
fore a War; and whcther this Strength has been increaſed, or 
impair'd, by ſuch a War: whether Spain was richer before her 
Conqueſt of the New World, than ſhe is at this Day . How 


much more ſhe was peopled in the Time of Charles V. than un- 


der Philip IV. How Amfteraam, two hundred Years ago, could 
ſcarce contain twenty thouſand Souls ; whereas, at preſent, there 
are net in it leſs than two hundred and forty Thouſand 3 and how 
we are poktively aſſured of This: How much the Engliſh Nation 
is incicaſcd in the Number of its People, ſince the Reign of Harry 
VIII. Whether it be true, what is aſſerted in the Perſian Let- 
teis, that there are not Men enough in the World, and that the 


Earth was depopulated, in Compariſon of what it was two thou- 


land Years ago. Rome, indced, had more Citizens then, than 


ſhe has at this Period of Time. I allow, that Alexandria and 
Carthage were great Cities: but Paris, Bondon, Constantinople, 
Grand Cairo. Amſterdam, and Hambourg, had in thoſe Days no 


Fxiflence. There were three hundred Nations of the Gault: 
but thoie three hundred Natiors were not equivalent to Our's, 


either in point of Number of Inhabitants, or Induſtry. Ger- 
many was a Foreſt; which is now ſtored with a hundred great, 
and opulent, Cities. WEIS 4 | 

It looks, as if the Spirit of Criticiſm, quite weary of perſe- 


cuting only Particulars, has engroſs'd the Univerſe {or its Object. 


is a continual Cry, that the World is Gegenerated, and, 
S | | | abs moreover, 
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as a Common-Wealth's- Man and a Philoſopher, He will be 


Hiſtorians are all ſilent as to theſe Particulars, 
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moreqver, that it is depopulated. What ? Muſt we then regret, 
we did not live in thoſe Times, when there was no Highway from 
Bourdeaux to Orleans ; and when Paris was a ſmall Village, 
wherein one might have one's Throat cut? One may with Con- 
fidence affirm, that Europe is better peopled, than formerly, and 
that the Men ſurpaſs Thoſe of paſt Ages, One may know every 
Year, how Europe, in Reality, is peopled : becauſe, almoſt in 
all the great Cities, at the End of every Year, is publiſh'd a 
Lift of the Births : and, according to an exact and ſure Rule 
which a Gentleman of Holland, of Parts as well as indefatigable 
Induſtry, has laid us down, one may calculate the Number of 
Inhabitants, by that of the Births. Behold already one of the 
Objects of the Curioſity of whoever has a Mind to read 1 


ar 
from being content with this little Knowledge: but will enquire 


what has been the radical Vice, and predominant Virtue, of a 


Nation : whence has aroſe her Strength, or Weakneſs, by Sea: 


by what Means, and to what Degree, ſhe has been enriched an 


Age paſt. This may be learnt from a Liſt of her Exportati- 
ons, One would be defirous of knowing, how Arts, and Manu- 
factures, have been eſtabliſn'd; by following them in their 
Progreſs from one Country to another. Change of Cuſtoms and 
Laws, in ſhort, he will be more than ordinarily attentive to. 
By this Method, we ſhould be furniſh'd with a Hiſtory of 
Mankind, in Lieu of reading an inſignificant Detail of Kings 


and Courts. | | 


Tis to no Purpoſe I turn over the Annals of Trance; as our 


None of them have been entitled to this Motto: Homo ſum, 


 Humani Nil a me alienum puto. In my Opinion, then, theſe Ma- 


terials ought to be artfully put together, and connected by a con- 


tinued Thread of Events. 


This, I am perſuaded, is the only Method of writing Modern 
Hiſtory, like a true Politician, and real Philoſopher. To give a 
Treatiſe of Ancient Hiſtory, is, I think, to compile ſome Truths, 
and to mix them with a thouſand Lies. A Hiſtory of this Nature, 
perhaps, is only uſeful in the ſame Manner, as Fable is, in Conſe- 

uence of great Events, that are the perpetual Subject of our 


| dead ag Poems, Converſations, and which furniſh Treatiſes of 


Morality. We muſt know the Exploits of Alexander, as we are 


acquainted with the Labours of Hercules. 


ina Word, this Ancient Hiſtory ſeems to me, in regard of the 
Modern, that, which old Medals are in Compariſon of current 
Money. The former we lock up in our Cabinets, the latter circulates 


round the World to carry on the Commerce of Mankind. 


LET- 
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TO Mr N. o R BE R G, 


ad to the King of Sweden, Cn A = ES XII. 


Author of the Hiſtory of that Monarch. 


ERMIT me, Sir, as I having taken upon me the Task of 
reading what you have already publiſh'd of your Hiſtory of 
Charles XII, to repreſent to you ſome juſt Complaints, both in re- 
gard of the Manner with which you treat this Hiſtory, and that, 
which you make uſe of in your Preface, in reſpect of Thoſe, who 
have treated it before you. 


We love Truth: but the old Proverb, 417 Truths are mit proper 


to be 1-14, regards principally unprofitable Truths. Vouchſafe to 
recollect this Paſſage in the Preface of the Hiſtory of Monſ. 4 


Voltaire. Thy Hiſtory of a Prince, ſays he, is not to recount All 


he has done, but only that, which he bas done = of being 
tranſmitted to Poſterity, | 

There may, perhaps, be Readers, who would be glad to ſee 
the Catechiſme, which Charles XII. was taught : and to be ap- 
prized with a great deal of Pleaſure, (4) that in the Year 1693 
Doctor Peter Rudbekins gave the Doctor's Cap to the Maſters of 
Arts, Aquinus, Samuel Virenius, Fnnegius, Herlandus, Stukius, 
and Others, very worthy Men no Doubt, but who had very little 


Share in the Battles of your Hero, in his Triumphs, or his Defeats. 


It may, perchance, be very important to Europe to be inform'd, 
that the Chapel of the Caſtle at Sroctbo/m, burnt fifty Years ago, 
(idem) was in the new Wing on the North Side, and that there 
were two Paintings of the Intendant Kloker” s, which are at pre. 
ſent hung up in St Nicholas Church; that the Pews were cover'd 
with Blue on Sermon-Days ; that they were made, ſome of Oak, 
and others of Wall-nut; (5) and that inſtead of grand Luftres, 
there were little flat Candleſticks, that could not fail of producing 
a very fine Effect; that there were four Statues in Plaſter of Paris, 
and that their Pedeſtals were black and white. 

We will farther perſuade our ſelves, (c) that it is of the laſt Con- 
ſequence, to be thoroughly inform'd, that there was no mix d Gold 
in the Covertsre made uſe of at the Coronation of Charles 
XII. to know, that it was as large as a Canopy 3 z e twas 

1 with 


(a) Pag 9, - af the Hiſt. of Charles XIII. 8 Norberg. Cullon's Fair. 
(6). Pag. 24. (c) Pag. 31, 32. 
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With ſcarlet, or blue, Cloth the Church was lined; and of what 
_ Height the Benches were. All this may have its Merit with Thoſe, 
who would willingly be inſtructed in the Intereſts of Princes. 


You tell us, after a Detail of all theſe grand Matters, at what 


o' Clock Charles XII. was crown'd : but not a Tittle of the 


Reaſons, why the Diadem encircled his Brows, before he arrived 
at the Age, preſcribed by the Laws; why the Regency was taken 
out of the Hands of the Queen-Mother ; how the famous Count 
Piper obtain'd the Confidence of the King ; what then was the 
Strength of Sweden; what Number of Inhabitants ſhe had; what 
were her Alliances, Government, Neceſſities, and the Shifts ſhe 
had, to ſupply them. | | 

| You have given us Part of M. Alderfeld's Military Journal: 


but, Sir, 2 is no more à Hiſtory, than Materials for Build- 


ing are a Houſe, Permit me to tell you, that Hiſtory does not 
conſiſt in a Recital of little Facts, in producing of Manifeſtos, 
Replies, Rejoinders c. *Tis not in this Manner, that Q. Car- 
tius compoſed his Hiſtory of Alexander; or Livy and Yacitus 


wrote the Roman Hiſtory. There are a thouſand Journaliſts in the 


World ; when we have ſcarce two or three modern Hiſtorians. 
It were to be wiſh'd, that all thoſe, who grind Colours, would 
beſtow them on ſome Painter, in order to his producing a maſ- 
terly Picture. | . 8 
ou are not ignorant, that Monſ. de Voltaire had publiſh'd the 
following Declaration, which your Tranſlator recites. | 
„(a) I love Truth, as I have propoſed no other End, or In- 
<< tereſt to myſelf, but to arrive at the Knowledge of it. The Pla- 
ces, in my Hiſtory of Charles XII. where I find I have been 


deceived, ſhall be alter'd, Tis very natural for M. Norberg, 


as he is a Swede, and was an Eye-Witnels, to be better quali- 
6 fied, than I could be, who am a Foreigner. I will take a Re- 
view of my Memoirs, and ſhall be vaſtly pleaſed to correct my 
«© Miſtakes,” | {0 


Obſerve, Sir, with what Politeneſs Mon. de Yeltaire ſpeaks of 


| you, and with what Modeſty he peruſed your Work; tho* he had 


received his own Materials from, the Hands of ſeveral Ambaſladors, 
and even Part of them from more than one Crown'd Head. 
You have replied, Sir, to this French Politeneſs, in a Manner, 


that favours a little of the Gothic Taſte. 


You, ſay, in your Preface, (4) that the Hiſtory, Ppubliſh'd by 


M. de Voltaire, is not worth Tranſlating ; altho' it has been ren- 
der'd almoſt into all the Tongues of Europe; and no leſs than Eight 
Editions of an Engliſb Tranſlation of it have been printed at Lon- 


don. You afterwards add very politely, that a Puffnorf would 
treat him, like Varillas, as an Arch-Liar, | 5 


| To 
(a) Pag. 13. of Cuſlon's Edit. in 4to, (6) Bid. 


( Bo.) 


To give Proofs of this ſo complaiſant Suppoſition, you do not 
fail to inſert, in the Margin of your Work, all the principal Faults, 
into which he is fallen. Oy 

You expreſsly remark, that Major General Saart, did not re- 
ceive a {mall Wound on his Shoulder, 4s the French Author has, 
without any Foundation, advanced, on the Credit of a German 
Writer: it being only, ſay you, a ſome-what large Contufion. 


Tis undeniable, that Monſ. ae Voltaire has given a faithful Rela- 


tion of the Battle of Narva, which ſuggeſted, to him at leaſt, an 
intereſting Deſcription. *Tis notorious. that he is the only Wri- 
ter, who has been ſo bold as to affirm, that Charles XII. fought 
this Battle of Narva with only Eight thouſand Men. All other 


Hiſtorians give him Twenty "Thouſand. He follow'd Probability: 


and Monl. de Voltaire is the frit, who has ſpoke the Truth in this 
important Article. In the mean time you call him Arch-Liar ; 
becauſe he aſſerts, that General Liewen wore a laced ſcarlet Coat 
at the Siege of Thorn; and take him up for this enormous Error, 
declaring pofitively, that the Lace was not upon a ſcarlet Ground. 
But, Sir, You, who, in Things of this weighty Nature, ſo 
laviſhly beſtow the fine Name of Arch-Liar, not only on a Man, 
who is a ſingular Lover of Truth, but on all other Hiſtorians, 


that have given us the Hiſtory of Charles XII. pray, what Name 


do you deſerve, after the Letter, you tell us the Grand Seignior 
wrote to this Monarch) 
(2) We Sultan Baſſa, to King Charles XII. by the Grace of 
% God, King of the Stoedes, and the Gotbs, Health, c.“ 
You, who have been among the Turks, and ſeem to have learnt 
of them a very indifferent Management of Terms, how could 
their Stile eſcape you? What Tarkiſþ Emperor was ever call'd, 


Sultan Baſſa? What Letter of the Divan ever began in that Man- 


ner ?. What Prince ever wrote to another, that he would ſend Am- 
baſſadors Plenipotentiary, on the firſt Occaſion, in order to be in- 
form'd of the Circumſtances of a Battle? What Letter of the 


Grand Seignior's ever ended with this Expreſſion, To the Care of © 


God? In fine, where have you ever ſeen a Diſpatch from Conſtan- 
tinople, dated the Year of the Creation, and not that of the He- 
gira? The {man of the auguſt Sz/tan, who penn d the Hiſtory of 


this great Emperor, and of the ſublime Yizirs, could object to 


you groſs Injuries, if the Poli:cneſs of the Ottoman Nation would 
leave him at Liberty ſo to do. | 
Does it become you, after producing a Piece, like this, which 


coſt the Baron P»ffend,rf ſo much Labour, to charge one with 


Lying, about a Scarlet Coat? 
| Are 
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| Are you, on other Occaſions, a zealous Partizan for Truths 
when you ſuppreſs the rigorous Hardſhips, exerciſed by the Cham- 
ber of Liquidations, under Charles XI? When you affect to for- 
get, in {peaking of Count Parkul, that he had defended the Rights 
of the L:vonians, with which he was charged: theſe ſame Livonianss 
that breathe, at preſent, under the ſweet Authority of the illuſtrious 
Semiramis of the North? This Conduct is not only betraying the 
Truth, Sir: but alſo betraying the Cauſe of Mankind. Tis to be 
wanting to your renown'd Country, Patron of Liberty, and de- 
clared Enemy to all Manner of Oppreſſion. 

Ceaſe then to throw out ſo laviſhly, in your Treatiſe, ſuch Yaz 
dal and Gothic Epithets on Thoſe, whoſe Buſineſs it is to compile 
Hiſtory : nor any longer authorize the barbarous Pedantry, which 
you impute to this PE Fendor F. | | 

Are you aware, that this fawe Puffendorſf is an Author ſome- 
times as incorrect, as he is eſteem'd ? Do you know, that we give 
him the reading, in as much as he is the only Writer of his Time, 
that is ſupportable ? Underitand you, that Thoſe, whom you ob. 
ligingly call Arch- Liars, would have had Reaſon to bluſh, if the 
had not been better qualified for writing the Hiſtory of the World, 
than this Pufſrndorf/ of your's was? Do you know, that M. 4e J 
Martiniere has corrected more than a thouſand Fauls, in the laſt 
Edition of his Book ? 

Let us open, at hap-hazard, this Book ſo well known. I light 
bn the Article of the Popes. He ſays, ſpeaking of Julius II, 
that he /eft behind him, as well as Alexander VI, a ſhameful 
Cbaracten. In the mean white, the 1ra/ians revere the Memory 
of Julius II: they ice in him a great Man, who, after having 
been at the Head of four Conclaves, and commanded Armies, 
purſued to his Death the magnificent Deſign of driving the Barba- 
rians out of Jay. He was a Lover of all Kinds of Arts: he laid 
the Foundation of that Church, which is the fineſt Piece of Build- 
ing this Day in the Univerſe. He encouraged Painting, Sculp- 
ture, Architecture, at the ſame time, that he was rekindling, what 
had been long extinct, the Valour of the Romans. The [ta/ians, 
with a good deal of Reaſon, have the utmoſt Contempt of the 
ridiculous Method, which molt Writers, beyond the Alps, have 
of penning the Hiſtory of their Popes. * Tis neceſſary to know 
how; to diſtinguiſh the Pontiff from the Sovereign: tis requiſite 
to know how to have a great Eſteem for Popes, tho' a Mau be 
born at Stec4ho/m : one ought to call to mind that Saying of the 
Great Comus of Medicis, viz. That States are not govern'd by Pater 
Nofters, In a word, one ought to be of no Country, and en» 
tirely diſengaged from all Party Spirit, when one writes Hiſtory, 

I find, in opening again Puffendorff's Work, in the Article of 
Queen Mary of England, Daughter to Henry VIII. that ſhe could 
nat bs acknowledged as NT wi bout the Pope's am" 


- 
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What Blundering is here? She had been recognized by the Parlja- 
ment. And, after that, how come ſhe to ſtand in need of being 
legit mated at Rome; eſpecially, as Rome neither ought, nor world 
be prevail'd on, to diſſolve the Marriage of her Mother ? 5 
Il am reading the Article of Charles V: I ſee, that before the 
Tear 1516 Charles V. had ever before bis Eyes bis Nec Plus 
ULTRA : but, at that time, he was but fifreen Years of Age; and 
this Motto was not thought of till a conſiderable Space aſter. 
Shall this Slip put us upon calling Paf-ndor f an Arch-Liar ? 
No: we will own, that, K. Work of ſuch an Extent, tis very 
* pardonable to have committed a Miſtake : and beſeech you, Sir, 
to be more exact yourſelf ; better acquainted, than you are, with 
the Stile of the Tarts ; more polite, in regard of the French Na- 


tion; and in ſhort, more a r and more ſharp- ſighted, in 


reſpect of the Choice you make of Materials, in order to compoſe 
an Hiſtory. EE 
"Tis a Misfortune, inſeparable from the Good, which Printing 
has produced, that ſuch a Number of ſcandalous Pieces ſhould be 
ubliſh'd; to the Shame of Wit, and Morality. Where-ever is 
2 Multitude of Writers, there will be numerous Libels 'Theſe 
wretched Performances, taking their Riſe frequently in France, 
travel into the North; in the ſame Manner as our indifferent 
Wines are ſold there for Burgundy and Champagne. The one is 
drank; the others are read with much about the ſame Delicacy 
ol Taſte, But Men, of real Diſcernment, know how to reject 
what meets with no Approbation in France. 1 
You quote, Sir, two Pieces, by no means worthy the Acquain- 
tance of a Chaplain to Char/es XII. One is the Falieroments the 
Other, an I don't know what Fadtum of a Bookſeller, againſt 
Monſ. de Voltaire, | 44 
Your Tranſlator, M. Valmotb, has had the Equity to remark 
in his Notes, that this Volteromanie is one of thoſe immoral and 
dark Satyrs, which a Man of Honour and Probity is not allow'd 
to cite, He attacks you, at leaft, on occaſion of this wrong Con- 
duct. Here then, Sir, ſince you bring it on the Stage, is the 
whole Matter of Fact. = $5 | 
A French Writer, who was under, as all Men of Letters can 
- atteſt, the greateſt, and moſt ſolemn, Obligations to Monſ. 45 
Voltaire, had the Misfortune to be ſuſpected (and I verily believe 
without Foundation) to have puſh'd his Venom and Ingratitude 
ſo far, as to compole this ſcandalous Piece. Eut he diſown'd it pub- 
lickly at Paris before the Civil Magiſtrate: and this Denial, ſign'd 
by his own Hand, was printed in all the Gazettes. Oblerve, 
' amonght others, That of Anſterdam, of Tuzſday, May 19, 1741. 
4 ſpourd adjudge it a great Diſhinour ta me, ſays he, ſhould I hatt 
| ba4 the leaf? Hand in this infamous Libel; theſe are his own Words. 


© 


* 


= „ 
Judge then, what Glory is to be reap'd from quoting this Perſor- 
mance, which even ſuch a Writer, as he, is aſhamed to own. 
We think it alſo our Duty to let you into the Authentickneſs 
of this Bookſeller's Fafum 3 as you again cite it, very conſiſtently 
with the Work in hand, that of writing the Hiſtory of Charles 
XII. King of Sweden. ? | 8 

How frange ſo ever it may ſeem to muſter up, in this Place, 
ſuch iofignificant Names, yet one can't help following the Path you 
have chalk'd out. And, fince in the Hiſtory of a King of Swe- 
dex, you have made uſe of a Scrap of a Merchant's Propeſg at 
Rauen, in order to ſully the Reputation of a Man of Letters at 
Paris, indulge Men of Leiters, better acquainted with the Cir- 
cumſtances of the Affair, than you are, in the Liberty of appear- 
ing in his Defence. : | | | 
ou are not ignorant, that Writers are often as jealous of one 

another, as Princes are, But whoever the Author was, that put 
this Bookſeller on publiſhing the Factun, which you ſpeak of, 
it will not be foreign to the preſent Purpoſe to let you know, that 
it was condemn'd and ſuppreſs d judicially ; and conſequently, no 
very proper Incident to be introduced in the Hiſtory of a Monarch. 

I am now going to ſhew you, Sir, that it frequently happens, 
no more Credit is to be given to Printed Pieces, in the Affars of 
particular Perſons, than there is in the Negotiations carried on be- 
tween Sovereign Princes. And, for the ſame Reaſon, as all the 
Univer/a/ia, and Heap of Manifeſtoe, which ſerve to render a 
Work hulky, don't let us into the Bottom of Matters, and the 
Springs ot Politicks; fo theſe Libels, that are diſperſed abroad, 
whether under the Name of Fadtus, or that of Remarks, Ob- 
ſervations, Wc, and all the Satyrical Extracts, with which ſuch a 
Number of Journals are very ſcandalouſly ſtuff d, cannot contri- 
bute in the leaſt to the forming a juſt Idea of any Man's Character. 
To demonſtrate this to you, be ſo good as to caſt an Eye upon the 
Letter, ſent to Monſ. de Voltaire, from this ſame Bookſeller, ſome. 
time after the Proceſs you mention: it is from Paris, dated the 
zoth of December, 1738. Tis publiſh'd for an Example, and at 
the ſame time, to do Honour to him, who had the Courage, of 
his own Accord, to repair the Damage, which Others had done 
of making Uſe of his Name. It is as follows: Sir, I beg of 
vou to excuſe the bad State of my Circumſtances, and the 
& Seizlog of all my Papers ; which has debarr'd me, till now, 
from reflecting on the vile Proceeding of thoſe, who, taking 
Advantage of the ill Situation of my Affairs, forced me, by 
hi impoſing on me, to carry on an unjuſt Proceſs againſt you, and 
* to conſent to the Printing an odions Fadum. I entirely difown 
- them, Both. The Malice of your Enemy has only -been the 
E Means of my being the better acquainted with the Goodneſs 
.* of your Character. I pray, you will have ſo much Goodneſs 
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| es at feaſt as to pardon me for having liſten'd to ſuch evil.Coug- 
3 e ſels: I ſolemnly and ſacredly proteſt to you, that, the very 
| „Moment I had the Unhappinets to be perſuaded to act ſo un. 
worthily in your R. gard, I was touch'd with the deepeſt Sor- 

* row. I am now thicughly ſenſibie how much they deceived me. 

*© You are not at al! ignorant of the Villany of him, who adviſed 

© me to it Behold how, far that was ca ried: I was made an 
Inſtibmem to blacken you. Lam under fo much Concern, that 

I promiie I will never more ſec thoſe,” who havę compelld 
me to take this baſe Step: and I will repair the extreme Injury 
by the conſtant Attachment, which 1 now eternally vow to 
you, as to my ancient Benefactor. I beſeech you, Sir, to vouch- 

1 ſaſe me your Benevoience, and to be firmiy perſuaded, that my 
% Heart never participated of the Malice, which has teen fo glar- 
«* ing in your Enemies. Yes; *tis my Heart alone, that influences 
% me to make this Declaration. And have the Honour to be, 
< with: the proſoundeſt Reſpect, Sir, your moſt humble and moſt 
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obedient Servant. Paris, Dec. 3a, 17 
67 If chis Letter be not ſufficient, Sir, to diſeredit the infamous 
25 Warks, you have fondly laid ſuch a Streſs upon, in your Preface | 
ve will produce others of {till greater Weight. You fee 4 Mat 
Asking Pai don for the very Fault, you quote as an Authority; ani 
that without Bluſhing for ſo doing. Be not you aſhamed, Sir, t. 
be ſorry fot your little Inadvertencies. It is hard: but till it is 3 
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